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1 % fa from thinking it worthy of 
bring. offered/to ho'Public,! this he Ties | 
the GPS e vain. le is Glely wo 
avoid its being rendered ſtill worſe by a 
ſurreptitious edition, that he is reduced to 
give it from his own copy. He is ſenſible 
that the ſubje& is diſguſting, and by no 
means compenſated by the execution, It 
was written ſeveral years ago; and to pre- | 
vent the trouble of reading it, or having it 
tranſcribed, a few copies were printed and 
given away. One or two have been circu- 
lated, and different editions have been ad- 
vertiſed, which occaſion the preſent pub» 
lication, All the favour the Author ſoli- 
25 A © : 25% _ exits 
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cits or expects, is, to be believed how W 
ingly he has ſubmitted to its appear- 


bdblames himſelf for having undertaken ſo 
diſagreeable a ſtory, and for having hazard- 
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„„ PERSONS 


PERSON s. 


COUNTESS of NAR BONNE. 
Counr EDMUND, her Son. 
FLORIAN, his Friend. | 
ADELIZA, an Orphan. 
BENEDICT,}_ 
MARTIN, ( gas 
PETER, Porter of the Caſtle, 
MARIA, 
ELINOR, 
Chokxus of Orphans. 


Cnorus of Friars. 


* 


% 


ö Damſels inline the Counteſs, . 


The Scene lies at the Caſtle of Narbonne ; partly ome 
Platform before the Gate, wn in a Garden within 7 5 
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ACT te F IRS Te 


4 e before the Caſte. 


FLORIAN. 
HAT awful ſilence! OO thoſe” antiqus 
towers | 


And vacant courts chill the ſuſpended ſoul 

Till expectation wears the caſt of fear; 

And fear, half-ready to become devotion, | 

Mumbles a kind of mental oriſon, 

It knows not wherefore. What a kind of being | 

Is circumſtance ! 

I am a ſoldier, and were yonder battlements 
Garniſh'd with combatants, and cannon- mounted, 

My daring breaſt would bound with exultation, 

And glorious hopes enliven this drear ſcene. Wo 


—— 4 a 


Noto dare not I ſcarce tread to my own hearing, 


The carle, not rude of ſpeech, but like the tenailt 
God bleſs me; and paſs'd on. I urg'd him farther : 
1 preſs'd him yet None there, ſaid he, are welcome, '# 


On covenapt, that each. revolving night 


And obſtinately faithful to its dictates, 


T1 hate to loye or pray too long. 


THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 


Left echo borrow ſuperſtition's tongue, 
And ſeem to anſwer me, like one departed. 
I met a peaſant, and enquir'd my way: 


Of ſome night-haunted ruin, bore an aſpect 
Of horror, worn to habitude. He bade 


Good maſter, cried he, go not to the caſtle; 
There ſorrow-ever dwells, and moping miſery. 


But now and then a maſs-prieſt, and the poor ; 
To whom the pious Counteſs deals her alms, 


They beg of heav'n the health of her ſon's ſoul 
And of her own : but often as returns 

The twentieth of September, they are bound 

Faſt from the midnight watch to pray till morn. — 
More would he not diſcloſe, or knew not more, 
What precious mummery ! Her ſon in exile, 
She waſtes on monks and beggars his inheritance, 
For his ſoul's health ! I never knew a woman 
But lov'd our bodies or our ſouls too well. 

Each maſter whim maintains its hour of empire, 


With equal ardour, equal importunity, 
They teaze us to be damn'd, or to be ſav' d. 


7 : ys * 2 55 3 105 4/2 py is * „ 2 5 ; 4 . T 3 & s 
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A IA EDM 43 
PORTER of the Caſtle, | FEORIAN: 
P OR TP E R: 
| Methought 
I heard 4 Ringer's 8 ide Rat lack you, fir? 
| FLORIAN: = 
Good fellow, who inhabits here? 
Eb, PORTER: 
oy FOO TELE, Ido; 
| FL 0 R I A N. 
Belike this our is not thine. 
PORTER: | 1 
Fat Belike for PH 


But be it whoſe it may, this i is no haunt 
For revellers and gallants—paſs your way. 
| FLORIAN. 8 
Thou churl ! Is this your Gallic hoſpitality ? 
Thy lady, on my life, would not thus rudely 
Chide from her ptefence a bewilder'd knight. : 
„„ BEN PER 4 7 
Thou know'ſt my lady then Thou know h 15 nt 
Canſt thou, in hair- cloths vex thoſe dainty liabs ? 
Canſt thou on reeking pavements and cold e; 1 1 
In meditation paſs the livelong night? 0 
Canſt mortify that fleſh, my roſy minion, 
And bid thy rebel appetite refrain 
From goblets foaming wine, and coftly viands / 
Thele are the deeds, my youngſter, muſt draw . 


| | M ee ever-heay” n- directed eye. „„ 
Tu Ba FLOKIAN. 


= 


4 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 


FLORIAN. 
In ſooth, good friend, my knighthood i is not ſchool'd 


: In voluntary rigours—I can faſt, 


March ſupperleſs, and make cold earth my pillow, 


When my companions know no choicer fare. 


But ſeldom rooſt in churches, or reject 
The ready banquet, or a willing fair one. 


PORTER. 


| Angels defend us! what a reprobate ! 


Yon mould'ring porch for ſixteen years and more 
Has not been ſtruck with ſuch unhallow'd ſounds. 
Hence to thy lewd companions |! 
= L „„ _ 
- Father greybeard, 
I cry you mercy ; nor was't my intention 
o wound your reverence's ſaint-like organs. 
But come, thou haſt known other days canſt tell 


Of banquettings and dancings—'twas not always thus. 


PORTER. 
No, no—time was—my lord, the count of Narbonne, 
A proſperous gentleman, were he alive, 
We ſhould not know theſe moping melancholies. 


Heav'n reſt his ſoul! I marvel not my lady 
Cheriſhes his remembrance, for he was 


Comely to ſight, and wond'rous goodly built, 

They ſay his ſon count Edmund's mainly like him. 

Would theſe old arms, that ferv'd his grandfather, 

Could once enfold him! I ſhould part in peace. 
FLORIAN. | 


What, if bring thee tidings of count Edmund b 


o JJ 


Merey befall 5 now my dream i is out. bk yh 
41 1 


A 4e rb 


Laſt night the raven croak'd, and from the bars 
Of our lodge fire flitted a meflenger— 

1 knew no good would follow—bring you ill clings, 
"PIE raped 
: FLORIAN. | 8 
(This is a ſolemn fool, ge, nn 
Or folemn knave,) Shouldſt thou indeed rejoi se 
To ſee count Edmund? Would thy noble miſtreſfs 1 

Spring with a mother's joy to claſp her ſon? 

k PORTER. | 
5 Oh! f no, no, no. He muſt not here —alas | 
He muſt not here ſet foot—But tell me, ſtranger, 53 

I prithee ſay, does my old maſter's heir | 
Still breathe this vital air? Is he in France? 

Is he within ſome ten, or twenty leagues, 
Or fifty ? I am hearty yet, have all my limbs,” 
And I would make a weary pilgrimage _ 
To kiſs his gracious hand, and at his feet 
Lay my . bones—for Hors I ne'er muſt ſee him. | 
| Lab, 


5 LO RIAN. 
Thou good old man, forgive a ſoldier's mirth. 
But ſay, why Narbonne's heir from N arbonne 5 lands 
Is baniſh” d, driven by a ruthleſs mother: 
PORTER. 1 
Ah!] fir, tis hard indeed but ſpare his mother; 1 
Such virtue never dwelt in female form. ; 
Count Edmund—but he was indeed a W TY: 
A very lad—it was the trick of youth, SE hens 
And we have all our ſins, or we have ad j 1 8 
Vet ſtill no pardon Thinkſt thou not, my ford, MY 
My late kind maſter, “er he knew my lady, „„ 
Wd not what woman was /I warrant fm — | 


33 


Mark you me yell ? 


6 TRE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, 
: But ſo—count Edmund being not ſixteen, 


A luſty youth, his father's very image— _ 
Oh ! he has play'd me many a trick—good fir, 


Does my young maſter ever name old Peter? _ 


Well ! but I prate—you muſt forgive my age 


I come to th' point—Her name was Beatrice; 
A roguiſh eye ſhe ne er would look on me, 


Or we had ſay'd full many a woeful day! 


F L OR I A N. 
I do. EL 
P ORTER. 
This Beatrice— 
But back ! my lady comes—retire a while 
8 thoſe yews anon [I'll tell you more, 
— FLOR IAN. 
May I not i giver her? 
PORT E R. 
For my office, no: 
Twere forfeit of my badge to hold a parley 
With one of near thy years. [FLORIAN withdraws. 
[The CounTEs88 in weeds, with a crucifix in her hand, 
#ſſues from the caſtle, accompanied by two maidens, 
and paſſes over the Ae; M hen W is gone FLORIAN 
returns. ] 
. Tis eyer thus, 


| At — of morn ſhe hies to yonder abbey, 
And proſtrate o'er ſome monumental ſtone, 


i; mrs co wait her doom, than aſk to ſhun it. 
aſs'd in miniſtring to wants 
Of 1 or means; the cloſing eve beholds 
New tears, new pray'rs, or haggar'd meditation. | 
But if cold nfbonſhine, deep'ning ev'ry frown 
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Of theſe impending towers, invite her ſteps, ' 
She iſſues forth. Beſhrew me, but I tremble, 
When my own keys diſcharge the drawbridge chains, g 
And rattle thre' the caſtle's farmoſt vaults.. ; 
Then have I ſeen this ſad, this ſober mourner, 
With frantic geſture and diſorder'd ftep— - 
But huſh —who moves up yonder avenue? | 
It is—no—ftay—ifaith ! but it is ge 
My lady's confeflor, with friar Martins Oo 
Quick hie thee hence—ſhould that ſame medling a 
"Obſerve our _— "rence, there were fine Work toward, 
FLORIAN. | . 
You will not lakhs your tale unfiniſhed ? 
PORTER 
Maſs! but 1 will—a tale will pay no rend. 
Theſe fifty winters have T borne this ſtaff, 
And will not loſe my porridge for my prating. 
PLORIAN 5 
Well! but count Edmund—wo't not hear of him ? 
PORTER. | | 
Aye, bleſs his 1155 at any leiſure hour. . 
This ev'ning, e'er the ſhutting of the gates, 
Loiter about yon grange; I'll come to thee. 
80 now, en ee 1 [ Even we 


2 


« *; END * 
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5 ot 1 
BENEDICT, MARTINS, x 


BEN E DIC TI 
- "Ay | une ner, "uy 1 5 
As if 1 had not prob'd her very ſoul, 


And wound me round her heart] tell chee, brother, 


* 4 4. 4 
» * * 7 
5 
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8 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, 


This woman was not caſt in en mould. 
Ten ſuch would foil a council, would . 
Our Roman church —In her devotion's real. 


Our beads, our hymns, our ſaints, amuſe her not ; 


Nay, not confeſſion, not repeating o'er 

Her darling ſins, has any charms for her. 

I have mark'd her praying ; not one wand'ring thought 
Seems to ſteal meaning from her words, —She prays 
Becauſe ſhe feels, and feels, becauſe a ſinner. 
MARTIN. 


What is this ſecret fin ; this untold tale, 
That art cannot extract, nor penance cleanſe ? 


Loſs of a huſband, ſixteen years enjoy'd, 


EE RI 


Nor could ſhe be his Jeath's artificer, ; 


And now affect to weep it—lI have heard, 
That chaſing, as he homeward rode, a ſtag, 
Chaf'd by the hounds, with ſudden onſet flew 


Th' adventurous count. 


BENEDICT. 
Twas ſo; and yet, my brother, 
My wind has more than once imputed blood | 
To this inceſſant mourner. Beatrice, 


5 The damſel for whoſe ſake ſhe holds in exile a 
Her only ſon, has never, fince the night 
Of his incontinence, been ſeen or heard of. 


MARTIN. 


'Tis clear, tis clear ; nor will her prudent tongue 


Accuſe its,owner. 
of BENEDICT. 
| Judge not raſhly, brother. 
J oft * ſhifted my diſcourſe to murder : 
She notes it not. Her cles hold their place, 


ES 
5 
Bits 54 


Nor 


* is 


A TR AG E Dv. 5 1 7 


N or 3 nor firm'd to Scadineſs. | 

No ſudden fluſhing, and no falt' ring lip: 
Nor, tho' ſhe pities, lifts ſhe to her eyes 
Her handkerchief, to palliate her diſorder. 
There the wound rankles not.—I fix'd on love, 
The failure of the ſex, and apteſt cauſe 

Of each attendant crime— _ 
; MARTIN. 
PE Ay, brother, ah 
We maſter all their craft. Touch but that ſftring—. 
| BENE DTI... 0 
Still, brother, do you err. She own'd to me, 


N That, tho' of nature warm, the paſſion love 


Did ne'er anticipate her choice. The count, 
Her huſband, ſo ador'd and ſo lamented, „ ere 1h 


Won not her fancy, till the nuptial rites 


Had with the ſting of pleaſure taught e 5 5 
This, with ſuch modeſt truth, and that truth heighten'd 
By conſcious ſenſe, that holds deceit a weakneſs, e 
She utter'd, I Wore . my order's credit 
On her ER | 
MA R I I N. 1 
Then whither turn 
To worm her ant aj! 
5 N EDI N 
6 I know not that. 
6 She will be ſilent, but ſhe ſcorns a falſhood. 
And thus while frank on all things, 1 bay: en, 5 5 
I know, I know it not. 7 
MARTI N. * 


2 Tail ſne diſcloſe it, 
Deny her abſolution. „„ 


BENEDICT. 


0 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 


BENEDICT. «+ 
+ * She will take none: 5 
Offer' d, the ſcoffs it; and withheld, demands not. © 
Nay, vows ſhe will not load her - Touts” 
With incantations. 
MA R TL N. 
| This is hereſy ; | 
Rank hereſy and holy church ſhould note it. 
| WeSNEDIICT.. 
Be patient, mme of Alamane s 
Her reaſon, charity diſſolves that rock, 
— And ſurely we have taſted of the ſtream. 
Nay, one-unguarded moment may diſcloſe 
This myſtic tale then, brother, what a harveſt, 
When maſters of her boſom-guilt Age too 
May numb her faculties.— Or ſoon, or late, £1. 
praying woman muſt become our ſpoil. 
MART 1 N. 
Her zeal may falter. 
BENED I C T. 
| Not in ſolitude. 
I nurſe her in new horrors; form her tenants 
To fancy viſions, phantoms; and report them. 
She mocks their fond credulity—but truſt me, | 
Her memory retains the colouring., _ 
Ott times it paints her dreams; and ebon night 
Is no logician, I have known her call 
For lights, &er ſhe could combat its impreſſions. , 
J too, thoꝰ often ſcorn'd, relate my dreams, 
And wondrous voices heard; that ſhe _ think me 
| At leaſt an honeſt bigot ; nor remember 
[ tried to practice on her fears, and foll'd, 


8 o'er ny; 22 955 TC}, 
w. M A R I I N. 


A TR * G E D 1. THF Ig 
M A R T-I N. | 
This is maſterly. 
BENEDICT» 
Poor maſtery | when I am more in ae 
Of my own penitent, than ſhe of me. 
My genius is command; art, but a tool 
My groveling fortune forces me to uſe. 
Oh ! were I ſeated high as my ambition, 
I'd place this naked foot on necks of monarchs, 
And make them bow to creeds myſelf would e ate, 
MARTIN. | 
By bus arts our mighty fabric roſmſeCGG. 
Win pow'r by craft ; wear it with nnn 7 
For confidence is half- ſecurity. 0 
Deluded men think boldneſs, e arength'; * 
And grow the ſlaves of their own want of doubt. 5 
Gain to the holy ſee this fair domain; 
A crimſon bonnet may reward your toils, 
And the rich harveſt proye at laſt your own. 
| BENEDICT. 
Nurs; while Edmund lives. This ſteady woman 
Can ne'er be pious with ſo many virtues, 
Juſtice is interwoven in her frame; | 
Nor will ſhe wrong the fon ſhe will not ſee. 
She loves him not ; yet miſtreſs of his fortunes, 
His ample exhibition ſpeaks her bounty. 
She deſtines him whate'er his father's love 
| Gave blindly to her will. Her alms, her-charities, 
| Uſurp'd from her own wants, ſhe ſets apart | 
A ſcanty portion only for ey Ty, 255 
Young Ane 


'» Lf, to $ixtus quintus. 


wh ” MARTIN, 


8 
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12 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, 


MARTIN. 
Say her ſon were dead, 
And Adeliza veil'd— „ 
. BENEDICT. 
1 preſs the latter 
With fruitleſs ardour. Often as I urge it, | 
She pleads the maiden's fluſhing cheek, and nature, 
That ſpeaks in characters of glowing roſe 
Its modeſt appetites and timid wiſhes. 
Her ſex, ſhe ſays, when gratified, are frail ; 6 
When check'd, a hurricane of boundleſs tis 
Then, with ſweet irony and ſad, ſhe wills me 
Aſk my own breaſt, if cowls and ſcapularies 
8 charms all powerful to ſubdue deſire? 
MARTIN. 
Twere wiſer ſchool the maiden : lead the train 
Of young ideas to a fancied object. 
A mental ſpouſe may fill her hov'ring thoughts, 
And bar their fixing on ſome earthly lover. 
BENEDICT. 
This is already done—but Edmund's . 
Were hopes more ſolid 
"MARTIN; | 
| Firſt * him dead , 
His letters intercepted— ” 
* BENEDICT. 
| Greatly thought ! 
Thou true ſon of the church I- and lo! where comes 
Our patroneſs—leave me; I will not loſe 
An inſtant. I will ſound her inmoſt ſou], - 
And mould it to the moment of projection. 


Exit MARTIN. 
5 BENEDICT Arie within the e 
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87 CE e 
' COUNTESS,. Two MarDans.. wn” 


CO U NT E 8 8. 
Haſte thee; Marin, to the weltern tower, 
And learn if th' aged pilgrim dozes yet. 
Vou, Elinor, attend my little orphans, 
And when their taſk is done, prepare their breakfaſt. 
But ſcant th allowance of the red- hair d urchin, 
That n the yuoy man's ny He happy me! 
e [The en go in. 
If ſentiment; untutor'd by afition; | 
_ Had taught my temperate blood to feel for others, 
E'er pity, perching on my mangled boſom, | 


Like flies on wounded fleſh, had made me ſhrink 


More with compunction than with ſympathy! _ 
Alas! muft guilt then ground our very virtues! 
Grow they on ſin alone, and not on grace?” - 
While Narbonne liv'd, my fully-ſated ſoul 
Thought none unhappy—for it did not think 12 
In pleaſures roll'd whole ſummer-ſuns away; 
And if a penſive viſage croſs'd my path, 
I deem'd the wearer envious or ill-natur'd. 


What anguiſh had I bleſſedly redreſs'd, 


But that I was too bleſs'd !—Well! peace is fled, 
Neꝰ er to return | nor dare I ſnap the thread 
Of life, while miſery may want a friend, 
| Deſpair and hell muſt wait, while pity needs 
My miniſtry—Eternity has ſcope | 1 
Enough to puniſh me, tho' I ſhould borrow: 
A few ſhart hours to ſacrifice to charity. 


„ "$CENE 
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10 Tur 0 8 MOTHER: 


8 C E N E Ya 
"BEN. pr, con ESS. 


i Ml E N ED 1 Er. 
1 fought you, And ores pal + 
.CO UNT E 8 8. 
Happily I'm found; 
Who needs the widow' mite? + 
| B E N EDLCT, 
None afk your . 


127 . 
. s 
n 


Vour gracious corel ight ſill prevents occaſion : 


And your poor beadſman joys to meet your preſenceg 
Uncumber'd with a ſuit, It pains my ſoul, 
Off as I tax your bounty, leſt I ſeem + 


A craving or immodeſt almoner. 


COUNTESS: 


: No more. of this, good father. I ſuſpe& not 


One of your holy order of diſſembling: 
Suſpe& not me of loving flattery. 
Paſs a few. years, and I ſhall be a corpſe—, 


Will flattery then new cloath my ſleleton, 


Fill out theſe hollow jaws ? Will't give me virtues . 
Or at the ſolemn audit paſs for ts 
And varniſh o'er my ſtaihs 5 
BENE DIC T. . 5 

K The church could feat 
Your pardon—but you ſcorn it. In your pride 
Conſiſts your danger. Vour's are Pagan virtues: 
As ſuch I AA them but as ſuch; condemn om” 


N . 


ä 


COUNTESS. 


1 * N „ i + 


% 


05 TRAGEDY. | 


„„ 
„ eovu NTESS. 
Fs, my cr 1mes are Payan ; ; my belief 
Too orthodox to truſt to erring man; . Sjar; T 
What! ſhall I, foul with guilt, and t-condemid , 
Preſume to kneel, where angels . appal'd, N 


And plead a prieſt's certificate for pardon 155 
While he, perchance, before my blaſted eyes 
Shall ſink to woes, endleſs, unutterable, 
For having fool'd me into that preſumption. 
BNE DIG, 1 C3 
= he to blame, truſting. to what he grants? 2 
C-QU-N:Þ E 88. | ll 
A T to blame, not truſting what he . 
5 pt LENED ICT. 
Yet faith by : oo "is e ba ee 
"COUNTESS. js 2 5Y 
I have it not Why ſhakes my: ſoul 
With nightly terrors? Courage ſuch as mine 
Would ſtart at nought but guilt, Tis from vitbis 7 
I tremble. Death would be felicity, | Tr: 
Were there no retroſpet. What joys have 12 
What pleaſure ſoftens, or what friendſhip lth: 
My aching boſom ? I have loſt my huſband: 
My own decree has banifh'd my on ſon, 
.z . BENEDICT. 7775 
Laſt micht I dreamt your ſon was with the bleſſed. 
1 - GOVUN TE $4 
Would heav'n he were | 
BENEDICT. 
Do you then with hisWearh ? by 
COUNTESS. gs 
| Should I not wiſh him bleſt? Cao 
"v $9944] . N BENEDICT. 
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BENEDICT. 155 
Belike „ acnin 
I never knew my Friday” 8 dreams erroneous.” PD def 


Nor I knew ſuperſtition i in he . als 
DENEDICT. + 


Madam, I muſt no longer hear this language. 


You do abuſe my patience. I have borne, | 
For your ſoul's health, and hoping your converſion, 


Opinions moſt depray'd. It ill beſeems 


My holy function to give countenance, + 


By lending ear, to ſuch pernicious tenets. 


The ee hanging o'er your deſtin'd head 
May reach ev'n'me—l ſee it ] I am wrapt 
Beyond my bearing ! my prophetic ſoul 


Views the red falchion of eternal juſtice 
Cut off your ſentenc'd race your ſon is dead] 


COUNTESS. 
F ather, we no prophetic dæmon bear 


Within our breaſt, but conſcience. That has PLD 


Words more tremendous than this acted zeal, 
This poetry of fond enthuſiaſm | 
Can conjure up. It is the ſtill ſmall voice 


That breathes conviction. Tis that voice has told me, 
*Twas my ſon's birth, not his mortality, “ 
_ Muſt drown my ſoul in woe. — Thoſe tears are ſhed. 


__ BENEDICT, 
Unjuſt, uncharitable as your words, 


os 


* 0n . of the comte de Vermandois, his mother, the duc heſe de 
la Valiere, ſaid, Muſt I weep for his death before 1 ove done as for | 


I pardon 


kis birth? 


2 
2 9 75 


4 TRAGEDY. \ #7 


1 de them. Iny of me you deem „ ST a 
Tknow it, lady. Tis humiliation : Wn AT 
As ſuch I bow to it—yet dear I ods „ | 
Your peace of mind. Diſmiſs your worthles ſervant: 2 
His Pray 'rs ſhall ſtill be yours. mm 
COUMFELSE cw / | 
od a Forgive me, father: 
Diſeretion does not guide my words. I meant 
No inſult on your holy character, . 
| BENEDICT. 
No, lady ; ; chuſe ſome other monitors... 41 
Whole yirtues may command your eſtimation. _ „ 
Your uſeleſs beadſman ſhall behold with joy 
A worthier man mediate your POOR, heav'n, 
COUNTESS. ES 
Alas! till cls with my own hs | 
What PEREE I is there for mel 
B E NE DIC T. Sg 
. Jn neighb'ring viſe 
There 5 0 a holy man, whoſe ſanity _ | ö 
Is mark'd with wond'rous gifts. Grace ſmiles upon bim ; $ 
Converſion tracks his footſteps : miracles 
Spring from his touch ; his ſacred caſuiſtry 1 L 
Pours balm into deſpair. Conſult with him. 5 | 1 
Unfold th' impenetrable myſtery, | 1 | 
That ſets your ſoul and you at endleſs diſcord. Z "I 
COUNTESS. e 
Conſult a holy man ! Inquire of him! 1 
— Good father, wherefore? What fhould I inquire 1% 
Muſt I be taught of him, that guilt 1 is woe 5 


K 
* 3 


9 tate from Cato' s ſpeech in Lucan, beginnings 6 Wis quæri, Lab lane, 
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That innocence alone is happineſs ? 

That martyrdom itſelf ſhall leave the villain 

The villain that it found him? Muſt I learn 
That minutes ſtamp'd with crimes are paſt recall ? 
That joys are momentary ; and remorſe ; 
Eternal ? Shall he teach me charms and ſpells, 
To make my ſenſe believe againſt my ſenſe ? 
Shall I think practices and penances 

Will, if he ſay ſo, gire the health of virtue 

To gnawing ſelf- reproach ?—I know they cannot. 
Nor could one riſen from the dead proclaim 

This truth in deeper ſounds to my conviction. 

We want no preacher to diſtinguiſh vice 

From virtue. At our birth the god reveal'd 

All conſcience needs to know. No codicil 

To duty's rubric here and there was plac'd 

In ſome ſaint's caſual cuſtody, Weak minds 5 
Want their ſoul's fortune told by oracles 

And holy juglers. Me, nor oracles, 

Nor prophets, death alone can certify, 
Whether, when juſtice's full dues exacted, 

Mercy ſhall grant one drop to flake my torment. 0 
Here, father, break we off; you to your calling 3 * 5 

I to my tears and mournful ons | 


Bnd of the Firſt A. 


& 


A 17 R A * E D V. 5 — * 19 


ACT! FE SECOND. 


8 C E N E continues. 
Count EDMUND, FLORIAN. | 


W UND. 
OUBT not, my friend; Time 's Nena hardſhi pez 
war, 
Some taſte of pleaſure too, have chas'd the bloom | 
Of ruddy comelineſs, and ſtamp'd this face 
With harſher lineaments, that well may mock . 


| | The prying of a mother's eye.—A mother, 


Throꝰ whoſe firm nerves tumultuous inſtinct's flood 
Ne'er guſh'd with eager eloquence, to tell her, 
This is your ſon |! your heart's own voice proclaims him. 
| FLORIAN. 
If not her love, my lord, ſuſpe& her hatred, 
Thoſe jarring paſſions ſpring from the fame ſoutcet 
Hate is diſtemper'd love. 

EDMUN . 
Wp ſhould ſhe hate me? 
For that my opening paſſion's ſwelling ardour 
Prompted congenial neceſlary joy, | 
Was that a cauſe ?—Nor was ſhe then fo al” 
No ſanctified diſſembler had poſſeſs d 
Her ſcar'd imagination, teaching her, 
That holineſs begins where nature ends. 
No, Florian, ſhe herſelf was woman then 
A ſenſual woman. Nor ſatiety, | 


Sickneſs and ae, and virtue's frowardneſs, | 3 
C2 Had 


20 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 


Had = obliterated pleaſure's reliſh— 
She might have pardon'd what ſhe felt ſo well. 
 FUORIAN 

Forgive me, Edmund; nay, nor think I preach, 
If I, god wot, of morals looſe enough, | 
Seem to condemn you. You have often told me, 
The night, the very night that to your arms 
Gaye pretty Beatrice's melting beauties, 
Was the ſame night on which your father died. 
5 JF 

: Pj is true and thou, ſage monitor, doſt thou 
Hold love a crime ſo irremiſſible? = 
Wouldſt thou have turn'd thee from a willing ein, 
To ſing a requiem to thy father's ſoul? 
I thought my mother buſied with her tears, 
Her faintings, and her maſſes, while I ſtole _ 
To Beatrice's chamber. How my mother 
Became appriz'd, I know not : but her nai 
Never too partial to me, grew eſtrang'd. 
Eftrang'd I- averſion i in its felleſt — 
Scowl'd from her eye, and drove me from her ſight. 
She call'd me impious: nam'd my honeſt lewdneſs, 
A profanation of my father's aſhes. 
I knelt and wept, and, like a puling boy, 
For now my blood was cool, beliey'd, confefs'd 
My father's hov'ring ſpirit incens'd againſt me. 
This weak confeſſion but inflam'd her wrath ; 

And when I would have bath'd her hand with ef | 
She ſnatch'd it back with horror. 
4,4 L O R I AN. 

| [Tas the ek 
Of ABA ſorrow: Grief fatigues; _ 15 
And each collateral circumſtance is ſeia d | 


Tos 


ay 


300 A PRA GE DIY oa 


To cheat th' uneaſy feeling. Sable chambers, © 
The winking lamp, and pomp of midnight woe, | 
Are but a ſpecious theatre, on which —_ 
Th' inconſtant mind with decency forgets | 
Its inward tribute. Who ean doubt the love 
Which to a father's ſhade devotes the ſon? des | 
AE DMUND. 

Stil muſt I doubt: till deem ſome myſtery, 
Beyond a widow's pious artifice, 
Lies hid beneath averſion ſo relentleſs. 
All my inheritance, my lordſhips, caſtles, 
My father's laviſh love bequeath'd my mother, 
Choſe ſhe ſome ſecond partner of her be, 
Or did ſhe waſte her wealth on begging ſaints”! 5 
And rogues that act contrition, it were proof 
Of her hypocriſy, or luſt of fame 
In monkiſh annals. But to me her hand 
Is bountsous, as her heart is cold, I tell thee, 
| Bating enjoyment of my native ſoil, 
Narbonne's revenues are as fully mine, 
As if T held them by the ſtrength of charters 

| | FLORTAN. 
Why ſet them on the hazard then, when' the, * 
Who deals them may revoke? Your abſence hence 
The ſole , e fo EE. 

| E DM UND. 
I am weary, Florian, 

Of fuck eternity life.” Befits it me, 
Sprung from a race of heroes, Narbonne's prince, 125 
To lend my caſual arm's approved valour © © * 

To quarrels, nor my country's nor my own? 
To ſtain my ſword with random blood 11 weile 


At Buda gainſt the Turk —a holy war, 


My mould'ring caſtles - Yes, ye moſs · grown walls! 


Creep like a ſpy, and. watch to thrid your gates 


+ 
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So was it 1 ſmote the turban'd race: 


Did zeal or did ambition nerve my blow? , = 


Or matter'd it to me, on Buda's domes 

Whether the creſg<nt or the croſs prevail'd? 

Mean time on alien climes I diffipated | 
Wealth from my ſubjects wrung, the peaſant's tribute, 
Earn'd by his toil. Mean time in ruin laid 


Ye tow'rs defenceleſs II reviſit ye 

Shame- ſtricken. Where are all yourtrophiry s now? 
Vour thronged courts, the revelry, the tumult, 
That ſpoke the grandeur of my houſe, the homage 
Of neighb'ring barons? Thus did Thibalt, Raoul. 
Or Clodomir, my brave progenitors, 


Unnotic'd? No; with martial attributes, 

With waving banners and enlivening fifes, 

They bade your portal wide unfold its jaws, 

And welcome them and triumph, 
. L O RIAN. 


True, my lord: 


They reign'd the monarchs of a ſcore of miles; ; 


Imperial lords of ey'ry trembling cottage 


Within their cannon's mandate, Deadly feuds 


For obſolete offences, now array'd 

Their livery'd banditti, prompt to deal 

On open vallies and unguarded herds, 

On helpleſs virgins and unweapon'd boors, —_ 
The vengeance of their tribe, Sometimes they dar'd 
To ſcowl defiance'to the diſtant throne, 

_ Impriſon'd, canton'd inaccefſibly _ 


In their own en dungeons—Are theſe 1 
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My Edmund's ſoul's ambitious to revive? 
Thus would he bleſs his vaſſals! _ 
1 E DMU N D. „ 
Thy reproof, 
My path is juſt. But had I not a cauſe, 
A tender cauſe, that prompted my return? 
This cruel parent, whom I blame, and mourn, | 


Whoſe harſhneſs I reſent, whoſe woes I pity, 


Has won my love, by winning my reſpect. 


Fer letters! Florian; ſuch unſtudied ſtrains 


Of virtuous eloquenee 1 She bids me, yes, 
This praying Magdalen enjoins my courage 


To emulate my great forefathers' deeds.  ® 
Tells me, that ſhame and guilt alone are mortal; 
That death but bars the poſlibility - | 

Of frailty, and embalms untainted honour. 

Then blots and tears efface ſame halſ-told woe 
Lab'ring in her full boſom. I decypher'd 


In one her bleſſing granted, and eras'd. 


And yet what follow'd, mark'd anxiety 


For my ſoul's welfare. I muſt know this riddle; 


I muſt, will comfort her. She cannot ſurely, 


Alfter ſuch perils, wounds by her command  * 


Encounter'd, after ſixteen exil'd years, 1 

Spurn me, when kneeling— Think'f thou tis poſible? 
. FLORIGK 

I would not think it; but a hoſt of prieſts . 

Surround her. They, good men, are ſeldom found 


To plead the cauſe of pity. Self- denial, 


W hoſe diſſonance from nature's kindeſt laws 5 
By contradicting wins on our perverſeneſs, 
Is rank fanaticiſm's belov'd machine. 


Ohl 'twill be heroiſm, a ſacrifice, 


FT 
Fs. ws. 5 
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To curb the torrent of maternal fondneſs ! 
You ſhall be beggar'd, that the ſaint your mother 
May, by cowl'd ſycophants and canting juglers, 
Be hail'd, be canoniz'd a new Tereſa. 
* be not Ten here: let's again to th' wars. 
E D M U N 5 
No, Florian; my dull'd ſoul is ſick of riot: 
Sick of the thoughtleſs jollity of camps, 
Where revelry ſubſiſts on defolation, 7 
And ſhouts of joy contend with dying groans. 
Our ſports are fleeting ſnatch'd, perhaps, not granted. 
'Tis time to bid adieu to vagrant pleaſure, 
And fix the wanderer love. Domeſtic 1 
FLORIAN. 
Ves, your fair penſioner, young Adeliza, 
Has ſober'd your inconſtancy. Her ſmiles 


Were exquiſite to rule a family! _ [ Ironically, 
So matron-like an air—She muſt be fruitful, 
a DMUND. ' | 


Paſs \ we this levity="Tis true, the maiden 

Is beauty's type renew'd, Like blooming Eve 

In nature's young ſimplicity, and bluſhing 

With wonder at creation's opening glow, 

She charms, unknowing what it is to charm, 
FLORIAN. 

This is a ver 8 language—ls the kind! ? 
EDMUND. 

Cold as the cat bars that part her "APE me; 

She liſtens, but replies not to my purpoſe, 


F LO RIA oy 
How 9 5 you then admittance ve 
: EDMUND. 
1 5 This whole month, 
. While 
; N dee MET OF On 6 5 Bi une. 
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While » waiting your arrival, I have haunted. 
Her convent's parlour. *Tis my mother's wiſh 
To match her nobly. Hence her guardian abbeſs 
| Admits ſuch viſitors as ; claim her notice 
| By worthy hearing, and convenient ſplendor. 
O Florian, union with that favour'd maiden 
Might reconcile my mother—Hark ! what ſound— 
[4 chapel bell rings, 
F L 0 R LAN. = 
A ſummons fo forks office of devotion. | 


My lord, Hs well what you project—_ 
[Singing within 


* 


; . 
8 * > 
9 5 +, | 
* | | | 
8 / 


E DP M U N D. . N 
0 f on 
Voices that ſeern- approxching—buſh they MS 
Liſten ! | 
F 5 0 RIAN. 


No ; 0 us hence: you will be known. 
EDMUN D. 
T hey cannot © know me—ſee | FI 


8 0 E N E. 1115 
FLORIAN, EDMUND, MARTIN, Oxrnaus. 


[ A precef ion of children of both 8 neatly charlad i ina EE, 
* white and blue uniform, iſſue from the caſtle, followed 5 
by friar MARTIN, and advance towards the flage door. 

They flop, and the children repeat the following hymn, 

part of % mm 55 e haue Kue Wahr the eaftee] 7 
Throne of juſtice lk, we he; i N 
Thither dare our hopes aſcend, T2 
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; Where 3 wrapt in light'ning rays, 
| D in —_— 's tender blaze, 
; | 2 II. 
Few us! e e hear! 
For her who dries our falling tear. 
Huſh her ſorrows ; calm her breaſt: 
Give her, what ſhe gives us, -reſt. 
111, 
Guard our ſpotleſs ſouls from ſin! 
Grant us virtue's palm to win! 
Cloath the penitent with grace; 
And guilt's foul ſpots efface | efface! 


— 


, * 


EDMUND. 
. I'll ſpeak to them. 


i Swoet children or 1 ſanctified conductor, 
Sire me to know what ſolemn pilgrimage, 
What expiation of offences paſt, 


Thus ſadly ye perform ? In whoſe behoof 
To win a bleſling, raiſe theſe little ſuppliants 
Their artleſs hands to heay'n ? pits pardon too 
A ſoldier's curioſity.” 
M AR T I v. 
Tbe de- | 
Of grace and peace attend your ſteps. You ſeem 


| A ſtranger, or you could but know, fir knight, 


That Narbonne's pious counteſs dwells within ; 

A lady moſt diſconſolate. Her lord, 

Her beſt-beloved, by untimely fate 

Was ſnatch'd away in luſty life's ful] vantage 5 
But no account made up ! no abſolution ! 


Hence ſcant the diſlance of a mile he fell. 
His weeping relict o'er his ſpot of doom 


A goodly 


A TRAGEDY. 27. 


A goodly croſs erected. T hither we, 7 nol t 
At his year's mind, in fad and ſolemn guiſe, © 
Proceed to chant our holy dirge, and offer 
Due interceſſion for his ſoul's repoſe. 
| ED MUSS. | 
»Tis fitly done. And dar'd a voice profane - 
Join in the chorus of your holy office, 1 
Myſelf would kneel for Narbonne's peace. 
NM AR TIN. 
ung f 
Ie glads my ſoul to boa ſuch pious i 
From one, whoſe occupation rarely ſcans 
The diſtance *twixt enjoyment. and the tomb. 
Say, didſt thou know the count ? 
* D. 
I knew his ſon. 
| MART 5 „ 
S Edmund ? Where ſojourns he ? 
EDMUND. 


In the grave. 
. MARTIN, „ 
Is Edmund dead ? Say, how? 
| ED M 8 
Fle fell at Buda: 
And not to his abe 11 5 „F 
i „ = 
TOS. {Welcome ſounds !- C Alus 
1 welt know more of this)—Proceed, my children; 
Short of the croſs FI] overtake your ſteps. 
|  ORPRANGIRE - 
Oh! father, but I dare not paſs without you 
By the e ch. e 986 the count ſits there, ä 
5 With „ 
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With clotted locks, aud eyes 85 churning ſtars. 
Indeed I dare not go. 
Other - CHILDREN. 
VVV 
MR RTIN. 
My loves, he will not harm ſuch innocent. 
But wait me at the n I'Il ſtrait be with ye. 
„„ ¶ Children go out reluctantly. 


FLORIAN. 


| I WY father, gravity like yours : 7 
Should yield aſſent to tales of ſuch complexion ; pos” 


Permitting them in baby fantaſy | 
To ſtrike their dangerous root. 
M ARTIN. 
I marvel not, 
That hy like yours, unhallow'd boy, 
Should ſpend its idle ſhaft on ſerious things. 
Your comrade's bearing warrants no ſuch licence. 
FLORIAN. 
| Think'ſt thou, becauſe my friend with humble 2 
Kneels to Omnipotence, each goſlip's Gream, 
Each village-fable domineers in turn 
His brain's diſtemper'd nerves ? Think'ſt thou a ſoldier 
Muſt by his calling be an impious ni, nh 0 
Or being not, a ſuperſtitious flave? 
True valour, owning no Selddnence* ; 
In equals, dares not win . s tongue 
n high W F 
ö M A R FIN. 
In us reſpect heav'n's ſervants. 
FLORIAN. T4] 
Monks may reach heav'n, but never came from thence. 
[ Violent florm of thunder and lightening. 
MARTIN. 


a e, 


MARTIN. 

Will this convince thee! Where's the 5 8 dream ? 
The village-fable now 5 Hear gs n's own ' voice 
Sennen impiety ! | 


F L O R I A N. 
Hear heav'n's own voice 


A Zondemn impoſture ! 
” E D MUND. 
e Here end your diſpute. 
The ſtorm comes on. e 5 
M ARTIN. ” 
| Ves, you do well to check 
Your comrade's profanation, left ſwift juſtice 
O'ertake his guilt, and ſtamp his doom in thunder. 
e FLORIFAN. 
Father, art thou ſo read in languages 
Tl hou canſt interpret th' inarticulate ä 
And quarreling elements? What ſays the florm 2 
Pronounces it for thee or me? Do none 
Diſpute within the compaſs of its bolt 
But we? Is the fame loud-yoic'd oracle 
Definitive for fifty various brawls ? | 
Or but a ſhock of clouds to all but us? 
What if two drunkards at this inſtant hour 
Contend for preference of taſte, one ranking 
„The vines of Burgundy before the juice 
«© That dances in a foam of brilliant bubbles | 
From Champagne's berries, think ſt thou thunder 
„ ſpeaks 7 | 
In favour of the white or ruby grape 2 
| MART EN: mm am s 
What Ry CCI 70 thee to thy fate 5 Going. 
| 2 
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[The ORPHAN-CHILDREN run in 1 8 0 
PFirſt ORPHAN. 35 
O . ſave us | fave us ! holy father. 
MARTIN. 
What means this panic? 
Firſt OR P H AN. 
Oh!] a ſtorm ſo dreadful * 


| Some demon rides in th” air. 


MARTIN. 
Undoubted] 7 


Could ye Wini gui ought? 
1 Firſt ORPHAN. 
I fell to earth, 


| And ſaid As; pray'r you taught me againſt bears 


MARTIN. 
2 well but none of you, had none the coutngs:* 


To face the fiend ? 
Second ORPHAN. 


I wink'd, and ſaw the light'ning 


Burſt on the monument. The ſhield of arms 
Shiver'd to ſplinters. E'er I could repeat 

An Ave-Mary, down with hideous craſh 

The croſs came tumbling—then 1 fled— 


MARTIN. 
Retire; © 


This is 98005 dhe, An the Counteſs 


I will not tarry long. [ Ex. children.] Thou mouth ac- 


eürſt, I 7 Fro RIAN. 
Repent, and tremble ! "Wherefare haſt thou drawn 
On Narbonne's plains, already viſited 


By long calamity, new ſtorms of horror ? 


The ſeaſons change their courſe; th' afflicted hind 
wan his blaſted harveſt, Meteors ride 


The | 


1 TRAGEDY. + 


T he e ky, and chaſe the darken'd ſun. 
Heav'n vindicates its altars : tongues licentious 
Have ſcoff'd our holy rites, and hidden fins 
Have forc'd th' offended elements to borrow _ 
Tremendous organs Sixteen fatal years 
Has Narbonne's province groan'd beneath the hand 
Of deſolation - for what crimes we know not ! 
To edge ſuſpended vengeance art thou come bs 
EDMUN D, preventing FLORIAN. 
My friend, reply not—Father, I lament ' 
This caſual jarring—let us craye your pardon. 
I feel your country's woes : I lov'd count Edmund : 
Revere his father's aſhes. I will viſit _ 
The ruin'd monument—and at your leiſure 
Could wiſh, ſome conf*rence with you. 
MARTIN. 
(This is well: 2 de. 
I almoſt had rorghtied)—Ds ies 
Where is your haunt? ” 
| .EDMUN D. 
ES) A mile without the town: 
Hard by St. Bridget“ nunnery. 


MARTIN. EE 
There expett « me. 
Ja. (I muſt to Tn ny n's peace be with 


you. 1 1 ann 


SCENE. III. 


COUNTESS, PORTER. 


11 0 PORTER. 
| Return, my gracious lady. Tho' the ſtorm 
5 1 Albates 
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Abates Its'clamours, yonder angry clouds 
Are big with ſpouting fires—do not go forth, 
COUNTESS. 7 
Wretches like me, good Peter, dread no o Horns. 
*Tis delicate felicity that ſhrinks . 
When rocking winds are loud, and wraps itſelf 
Inſultingly in comfortable furs, 
Thinking how many naked objects want 
Like ſhelter and ſecurity. Do thou 
Return ; I'll ſeek the monument alone. 
. 
No, my good lady; never be it ſaid 
That faithful Peter his dear miſtreſs left 
Expos'd to tempeſts. Theſe thin-ſprinkled hairs 
Cannot hold long. If in your ſervice ſhed, | 
*T were a juſt debt hark! ſure I heard a groan ! 
Pray let us in again— - 
| | COUNTES 8. 
| My honeſt ſervant, 
T hy fear o er- powers thy love. I heard no groan ; 
Nor could it "ſcape a fenſe ſo quick as mine 
At catching miſery's expreſſive note: 
Tis my ſoul's proper language. —Injur'd ſhade ! 
Shade of my Narbonne ! if thy ſcornful ſpirit 
Rode in yon whirlwind, and impell'd its bolt 
Implacable] indignant ! *gainſt the croſs . 
Rais'd by thy wretched wife—behold ſhe comes 
A voluntary victim] Re- aſſemble 
Thy Wn inge and accept her deſtin'd head. 
5 „ ONE 
For pity! gracious dame what words are theſe | 
In any mouth leſs holy they would ſeem 
A magic incantation. Goblins riſe _ 


N 1 9 7 
„„ EO ES 


A 40 E D v. os 33 


At Wüste leſs pow'rful. Laſt year's elipte fell out, 
Becauſe your maidens croſs'd a gipſy's pam 
To know what was become of Beatrice. , __ 


COUNTESS... 
And didſt thou dare inform them whete ſhe FL fk 


No, on my PRE be they think I know 3 5 

And ſo thinks Benedict, your conſeſſor. E 14 
He ſays, ſhe could not paſs the caſtle-gates | 
Without my privity—Well ! I had a taſk _ 

To ſay him nay. The honour of my keys, 

My office was at ſtake, No, father, faid I, | 
None paſs the drawbridge without Peter's W 
How then to beat him from his point I had it 
Who knows, quoth I, but ſudden malady 
Took off the damſel? She might, or might not 
Have ſepulture within the caſtle-walls— 

- COUNTESS. „ 
Peace, fool—and thus thy ſhrewd equivocation | 1 
Has ſtain d my name with murder's foul ſuſpicion! 
—O peace of virtue thy true votaries 
Quail not with ey'ry blaſt! I cloak my guilt! 
Things foreign riſe and load me with their blackneſs. 
Erroneous imputation muſt be borne; ; 7 85 
Leſt, while unravelling the knotty web, 

I lend a clue may vibrate to my heart. 


But who. comes here ?—retire we and obſerve. — 
as They withdraw, 


wm C E N E W. of $6674 21 
FLORIAN, COUNTESS, PORTER. 
'FLORIAN. 


Tis not far off the time the porter will'd me 


3 him here. My friend, indulging grief, ö 
D Choſe 


} 


b 
4 
E 


'K . 
| g THE MYSTERTOUS MOTHER. 
1 Choſe | no companion of his penſive walk. © 
i Yes, I muff ſerve thee. May my Aria care 
4 Reſtore thee to thy ſtate, and aid thy lore 
i To make the blooming Adeliza thine | | 
1 oz COUNTESS, apart to the PoRTER. 
8 Methought he ſpoke of love and Adeliza. 
I Who may it be 1 1 
| "PORTER. | Wt 
I never heard his 8 
COUNTES S, approaching. e 
| Stranger, did chance or purpoſe guide wy *. 
To this lone dwelling? _ 1 
_ [PorTER makes figns to FLORIAN not 1 to 2 | 
their " former interview. _ : 
5 FLORIAN. 
Thin ah Pardon, Joel 1 nay, 
If curious to behold the pious matron ' 
Whom Narbonne's plains obey, I ſought this caſtle, * 
And deem my with indulg'd in viewing thee. 
5 COUNTESS 
Mel ſtranger. - Is affliction then ſo rare 
It occupies the babbler Fame on! no. „ 
| N My forrows are not tiew. Auſterities = = 
And rigid penance tempt no curious "I A Te 
| Nor ſpeaks your air defire of ſearching out 
= The houſe of mourning. Rather ſhould you ſeck | 
= Some unſunn'd beauty, ſome unpraQic'd fair one, 
| | 35 Who thinks the firſt ſoft ſounds ſhe hears, are love, 
= | There may be ſuch at Narbonne: none dwell | here, 
| | = * melancholy, forrowry, and contrition. 
| FLORIAN. . 
| Pleaſure has charms; but fo has virtue too. 
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en te . G. p PE nr a 
One Kims the fue like the ſwallows wing, 


And ſcuds away unnotic'd. T'other. nymph, 
Like ſpotleſs ſwans i in ſolemn majeſty, ” 


Breaſts thy Full ſurge, and leaves long light behind, 


COUNTESS. 


. You = rk. young knight, beſpeaks a binn 
Above the vulgar. May I aſk, how old 


Your reſidence in Narbihnet Whence your race ? 
. FLORT AN. 3 


f In Brabant was I born: m y father” 8 name, 


Tne baron of St. Orme. I wait at Narbonne „„ 


A mother r might be 17 15 2 


My letters of exchange, v while paſſing homewards | 
To page wy, late fire's no mean ſucceſſion.” | 

E; i O U N T E S S. 0 1 05 Fs 
Dead i; is your father ! and unwet your. check! | 
Truſt me, young fr, a father's guardian arm Z 
Were well worth all the treaſures 15 bn rnd 7 


N 
3 N 


* TE 


e "the, . e | 


i ö 1 
7 


þ Wer EY | 5 113 ENT e 44 f % BY 80 of 1 


* 
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. of pray'r. Shall 1 ning out the ee, 


COUNTESS). ve 19] 

Curſes 8 8 . ths al Y 

ain = PO R T E 1 en = = 1 
„ Lady, tis the Wee: 4 e . 
1223 COUNTESS: Abd 

Stranger, I'm ſummon” d hence. Within theke ga 


1 may not ſpeak 1 with thee : my ſolemn purpoſe 


Admits no converſe with' unſteady youth. AGED» 


But at St. Bridget's nunnery, to-morrow, 


If you can ſpare ſome moments from your paſtime, LO 


In preſence of the abbeſs, I would talk with thee. _ 
3 | Dy 1 1 5 Fron 
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FLORIAN. 

12 4 I fla not fail. 

COUNTESS. 
„ 


thun CounTEss and PoRTER. 


s = 4 * 1 | v. ; 


N FLORIAN, HR | . 

So, this is well. My introduction made, . 

It follows that I move her for her ſon. 
She ſeems of gentler mould than fame beſpoke her. 
Nor wears her eye the ſaucy ſuperiority 
Of bigot pride. Who knows but ſhe may wiſh 
To ſhake the tramels of enthuſiaſm off, 

And reconcile herſelf to eaſier paths 
Of ſimple goodneſs? Women oft wear the maſk | 

Of piety to draw reſpect, or hide 
The loſs of it. When age diſpels the train 
That waits on beauty, then religion blows _ 

Her trumpet, and invites another circle; 
Who full as falſe as the preceding crew, 
Flatter her problematic mental charms: 

While ſnuffing incenſe, and devoutly wanton, 

The Pagan goddeſs grows a Chriſtian ſaint, 
And keeps her patent of divinity. 
Well ] Edmund, whatſoc'er thy mother be, 
III put her virtue or hypocriſy | 
To the ſevereſt teſt, —Countcſs, expect el Ei. 


End of the Second Aer. 1 


er 
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ACT the THIRD. 
SCENE. 1 ms 


A ſmall Gun toi bin the Caſtle, 1 5 4 . 
N beyond which Ayer lin. Tenuurt. | 


"COU N T ES S, * 2 „ 
HE monument deſtroyd |—Well | what of chat! 
Were ev'ry thunderbolt addreſs d to me, | 
Not one would miſs me, Fate's unerring hand 
Darts not at random. Nor, as fractious children 
Are chid by proxy, does it deal its wrath _ Z 
On ſtocks and ſtonęs to frighten, not chaſtiſe us. © 
Omens and prodigies are but begotten 
By guilt on ptide. We know the doom we merit; 
And ſelf-importance makes us think all nature 
Buſied to warn us when that doom approaches. 
Fiel fie! I bluſh to recollect my weakneſs. 
My Edmund may be dead: the houſe of Narbonne 


May periſh from this earth: poor Adeliza 


May taſte the cup of woe that I haye drug' d: 8 
But light'nings play not to announce our fate: 5 5 ; 
No whirlwinds rife to prophecy to mites : 

Nor, like inquiſitors, does heav'n dreſs up 

In flames the victims it intends to puniſh; | 

Making a holiday for greater finners. | 
— Greater! oh! impious! Were the faggots 7 d 
Around me, and the fatal torch applied, _ 

What wretch could view the dreadful apparatus, 55 

And be a blacker criminal than I am? „ 

. my virtues but enhance my guilt... 1 

„ D * N penance 
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Penance attracts reſ pect, and not reproach. 

How da med? Be known my eimer. 
Let ſname anticipate the woes to come 

— Hah ! monſter | wouldſt diſeloſe the frightful ſcene } 
Wouldſt teach the yicious world unheard-of fins, 


a 


—My Edmund too | has not à nigther's hand 
Afflicted him enough } Shall this curs'd tongue 
rand him with ſhame indelible, and ftiri rig 3 
25 hotieft boſom with his mother's ſcorpions ? A 
Shall Adeliza hear the laſt of horrors, e 00300 7 
E'er her pure breaſt, that fighs for fins it Kno 50 N 
Has learf d the rudimentd of humah e ta h 


No, 1 maid— p +. 
1 27 75 Enter a Fats" ts 


Madam, young dang mY 
Intfeats to ſpeak with you. ; "The lady abes Y : 
 Sickens to Pr a 5 e bn 


1 2 


eopnr Ess N "OS: ey 8 1 1 


| 155 Admit her. — Nox, my by Gut? 
e wo - Let. haun, 


Recall thy calm F ; ſupport afone thy torfments; fe E 


„„ 
„ 


And _ not the peace thou ne'er mit 929275 MR 


8 CEN E Hoy al 
COUNTESS, ee, 4 
-*cooaress; 


Approach, ſweet maid. Thy len b a. 
Speaks thy compaſſionate and feeling heart. 
'Tis a grave leſſon for thy bldoining years, © | 


7 * a 


A ſcene of diflolution ! "BYE when Death e 
re 1 


f 1 of To RAG EDF,.. 41 4 
1 bis pinions o'er a bed 9 g. f c 
Nu he 1 a 8 2 e 2 RY 7 


AS ah ca not doubt it 
The pious. matron meets him like a friend 

Enxpected long. And if a tender „ LES, 
At leaving your poor ward, melts in her v 5 . 
And downward ſinks its fervent  ecſtacy ; ; 9 5 
Still does impatience to be gone, betray 


Her inward. ſatisfaction, - + Yeſternight, .. Heron ; 25 


- * 


As weeping, praying, by. her couch 1 i Apart 
| Behold, my Adeliza, mark, ſhe ſaid, 5 
How happy the death · bed of ns „ 


Oh ! lady, how thoſe ſounds affected met 
I wiſh'd.to die with her and oh!] forgive me, 5 9 75 
If in that moment I forgot my patroneſs! 3 FEE 
COUNTESS. - 
It was a wiſh devout. Can that want pardon ? 155 
But to confeſs it, ſpeaks thy native candour. 
Thy virtuous, thy ingenuous fruth difdains, 
To hide a thought _ _ „ 
TE A DE L I'Z A, falling at þ may 2 „ 
a Oh!] can I hear this praiſe, 3 
And not expire in u bluſhes at thy feet? + 
| e eee 
Was means this paſſion ? no old. 
ADELIZA. ey (4 
Ah! recall thy words : 5 


T by Aale mexits no no encomium. 


9 Dr, Pow rolatys that Mr. Adult, on hi den __ 
ſpoke i in 22 manner to is pop: LOS 8 ed 5 . 
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Haſt thou not taught me virtue? Whom on earth 
But ſuch a benefactreſs, ſuch a Rant, 
Can Adeliza fear? Alas ! ſhe knows | 
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COUNTESS. e ee 
Thou art too modeſt. Praiſe is due to truth.» 


8 * 


Thou ſhould pot ſeek it; nor ſhould I withhold it, 


ADE LIZ A. 


For pity, ſpare me.—No, my honour'd miſtreſs, 4 85 
I merit not—oh | no, my guilty heart 


Deſerves thy Wente cannot oth mot 
2.” . calm: 
Thou 8 no ne ' Unfold 4 thy 15 00 0 rea 
Say, am a I thy friend? Me canſt thee n 
ADE LIZ A. 


| Can I fear ought beſide ? Fear ought but ee! th 4 


Has not thy laviſh bounty cloath'd me, fed me? 


No other friend ! and chriſtian fortitude © 
Dreads not a foe. Methinks I would have faid 
That chriſtian innocence - but ſhame reſtrain's 
My conſcious tongue I am not 1 1 


f OUNTESS: 
Phnou deareſt orphan, to my boſom a 
A 5 


vent thy little ſorrows. Purity 
Like thine affrights itſelf with fancied le 
Il be thy confeſſor; and Wc ——— Er 
Thy PTA will be light. | 
A aft: an LIZ A. wi A 
In vain you chear me. 


Say, What js guilt, but to Sami known a thought 
I bluſh'd to tell thee? To haye lent mine ear, 
For three long weeks, to ſounds I did not with 


My patroneſs ſhould hear! Ah! when till now 


Have 
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Have 1 not hoped thy preſence, thought it long, 
If two whole days detain'd thee from our maſs ?: 
When have I wept, but when thou haſt refus'd 
To let thy Adeliza call thee mother? 05 n 
I know I was not worthy of ſuch honour, 722 81. 
Too ſplendid for a child of charity. 1 
I now am moſt unworthy l I, aneh 
Have not deſir'd thy preſence; have not thou ene 4 
Long, if two days thou haſt declin'd our maſs. 5 2 8 
Other diſcourſe than thine has charm'd mine ns 
| OY dars-F IR to call thee. mother | is 
| COUNTESS. 55 5 f uk | 
My 3 innocence, reſtrain thy tears. 0 
I know thy ſecret; know, Why * 3 ae. 5 
T * little heart with unaccuſtom'd ne 35 
ADELI A&R. . 
Impoſſible, —Ob1 let me tell thee all— 5 
COUNTESES.-/ Mins 
No; 1 will tell it tee. Thou haft convers's 
| YTOR a young knight 4 | 
ADE LIZ FR, 
| | | Amazement! Who inform'd they * 
Pent in her * ſickneſs has detain'd 76 
Our abbeſs from the parlour, n 1 fo him, 
Oft as 1 came alone. FEY 
A -COUNPES 84/417 40 lh. 
| He talk'd as FOND 
And od thee. hs his bride. ff! we 
He did. e e 
0 0 v1 N T ESS, 2 
To 1 ('Tis w 8 Lau. 
This is the ares I beheld this morning. 


1. 


EF vous MOTHER, 


His father dead, een take ex» TR 
F Of his seng ortunes—is't not ſo? OF 
; e Tas D E 1 IZ A. 
He ſorrows * a A eee 588 
He utter'd of a large inheritance 25 
That ſhould be his — in truth I 8 ie not, 
, „% GOMNT.E SS: 1 4 
: But when he ſpoke of love, thy very foul" io 
Hung on his lips. Say, canſt thou not 8 . 
Each word, each ſyllable ? His accent too 85 
Thou notedſt: Kill it rings upon thine ea. 
And then his eyes they look d ſuch wond'rous cathy 
Art thou not n cannot have dee ther +14 

A A D E LI 2 A. e AFG 4 : 
Alas | my ae miſtreſs; thou doſt mock n 
Poor ee can I reply! 

5 co Ess. * 05 
The truth. Thy words have ever held i its een 
Say, doſt thou love this anger? _ yn WO" 460 A 
Thy faith to him - 2 1 5 

1 NDELIZA. : 

As c forbid | What faith have to wet - 
Can I I ought-without thy leave? 

262 'COUNTESS, TT.... ͤ 5 
Ba eng ſoftneſs [ill thou turneſt 
6 9 my e Thou doſt love this lnger 

ADE LIZ A. 
ws, with ſuch love as that I feel for thee: | I 
His virtues I revere: his earneſt words 
Sound like the precepts of a tender parent: 
And, nert to ee methinks I could obey him. 
. 5 

Ay, as his . Gr Dice N oet 8 
* e AD 4 L 2 A 


f #77 4 s 1 ©» 2 # 5 


— 


8 2 5 "Dif Mhevit: What too him, 
As thou a er, "Y 12 0 


Check not, Adeliza, 


Thy undeyelop's Nen, Should this ſtranger 
Proye what my with has form'd,, and. what his words, 


Report him, jt would bleſs my woeful days 2 
To ſee thee. Pee above. the reach of want, 


And diſtant rom this teſidenee of OMe, = 4 * 


What! wal thou. 05 me from thee ! 8 1 bor 5 { : 


I cannot, will hot leave thee, . 17 th) goodneſs 
Withdraw its bounty, at thy caſtle-gate 9 
I'll wait and beg thoſe alms thy gracious band 
To none refuſes. I ſhall ſee. thee paſs, 


And, paſs' d will kiſs thy footſteps: wirt thou ſourn | 


-me 5 


| we then, I'll die, — bleſs thee—Oh this ranger! 


'Tis he has done this; he has drawn thy anger 8 
On thy poor u ward |—I'll never ſce him more. 
„„ i 
Be calm, my lovely orphan ; huſh thy fears, 
Heay' n Kgows how fondly, anxiouſly I love thee [ 
The firanzer's not to TRAY i Myſelf will taſk Ri 
And know if he deſerves ches. | Now mii 


» &+ 4/3 % 


5 10 f where comes the PALE {= not fit 
He knew my purpoſe, Benedict, I fear, 


| Has v views on this fide heav'n. „ 


£ 
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it s E M E It. 


Reſt on this _ # 


But ſure, or I miſtake, i in your ſad eye 


44 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, 


COUNTESS, BENEDICT. 


Xs BENEDICT. 
TE Tue dem of grace | 


"COUNTESS, _ 
_ Thanks, my ghoſtly 


I ſpell affliction's ſignature. What woes 


Call for the ſcanty balm this hand can pour 18 


BENEDICT. Ria 
You, lady, and you only need that beim. 5 
__ COUNTESS. 


To tutor my unapt and ill-ſchool'd nature 1 


You come then Good, my confeſſor, a truce | 
With doctrines and authority. If ought . 

Can medicate a ſoul unſound like mine, 8 
Good deeds muſt operate the healthful change, 
And penance cleanſe it to receive the bleſſing. 
Shall J for faith, ſhall I, for but believing 


What 'tis my int'reſt to believe, efface 


T he ſtains, which, tho! believing, I contracted? 8 
„„ 

OY your ſubtle wit, like daring infants, 4 

Sports with a weight will cruſh it—but no more, 4 


It is not mine to argue, but pronounce. , _ of 
The church, on rock of adamant eſtabliſh'd,, | 


Now inch by inch diſputes not its domain. 


Heav'n's law promulg'd, i it reſts obedience follow. 
And when ſupreme It taxes that abedience, 


Net | 


1 TRAGEDY. 


Not at impraQicable, vain perfecti „ . SU 
Fut rates its prodigality of bleſlings | 5 
At the light eredence of its pow'r to ws toms 5 

Shall man with ſtoic pride reject the boon, 

A cty, we will do more, we will deſerve it? ® 

D i fs ld 

Deſerve it !—oh | have all your ſainted hoſts, 

Your choirs of martyrs, or your clouds of 8 | 

Deſerv'd to feel the tranſport but of hope? 

Away; nor tell me of this holy juggle 1 

*T wixt faith and conſcience. Shall the latter rooms. 


Waſting and ſpoiling with a ruffian hand, 


While her accomplice faith, wrapt up at home 
In proud ſecurity of ſelf-exiſtence, 
Thinks that 8 ſhall nn men both ? 
Twas not to war wich nets ſo 1 n's. my FI 
That your poor rated ſervant ſought your preſence. 
I came with charitable friendly purpoſe 
To ſooth—but wherefore mitigate your griefs ? 
You mock my friendſhip, and miſcall my zeal... 
Since then to council, comfort, and ee 5 
Obdurate - learn the meaſure of your woes. 
Learn, if the mother's fortitude can brave 5 
The bolt the re 's arrogance defied. . 
COUNTESS. 
The mother! cad N thou r 
{4 | BENEDICT. 
Yes, impecious dame : 
Ves, 'twas no viſion rais'd by dreams and fumes, 
Begot twixt nightly fear and indigeſtion : 


Wie will do more, Sempronius, we'll def; rve.it, Portius in Caro. 
| Nor 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Nor was it artifce at gow fi b, 


| 32338 0 1 * +: E 8 8. a „„ tTrY ; 
EM ? Prieſt, mock me wel 
Nor ally with «mother's erden. | 


. * 


2 E N E DIC 1. its 4% T 
On Buda's late thy. Raughter'd — lis: | 
An unbeliever's weapon cleft his heart; W 
But twas thy unbelief that * the ſy 7 
: And ſped its aim. 135 4.08 M ' To v7 
|  COUNTES 8. e lt 
„ To heav'n's high will L . me 5 
Oh , may its + oP" be open to his coat | 
- BE NED I 0 Tc. ur Hal 
e 344% A Then you. led na : 
ö -COUN TEN. * 
Lov'd him ail nature, bleeding at my heart, 
Heareſt thou this? /Loy'd him ha!] hither ! 0 
Be dumb Now, liſten, monk; nor dare repl ) 
Beyond my purpoſe. In the grave, thou ſay'ſt, _ 
My Edmund fleeps—how didſt thou learn his fats: 
| WWENEDICT. - 
No angel whiſper'd i it; no demon ſpoke it- | 
Thou, by the ſel- ame means J learn'd, wy foe it. 


ee e m U og T E S P. | 
3 E N E D 1 0 7. i inn. ö 
8 what boots My life or ; death 
o a mw taunted friar— Benedict, N 
0 „ | aa Leave 


bs wr A 5 7 1 oa 0 * D. v. PTR, 


Leave this proud miſtres of the fleeting hour t 


E'er the deſtroying angel 8 ; kindling e 3 
Smoaks in . A ts of Narbonne . = 8 . 
: Nha T. EIS. | 


„ Hold! cbs 3 


I am 1 miſtreſs yet: nor will I brook _ 15 tg 
Such inſolent reproof. Produce thy warrant, 15 
Aſſure my Edmund's death or dread his vengeance? 
Severely ſhall he queſtion ev'ry, throb 
His agonizing mother now endures, 


BENEDIC T. 


3 
a 1 
* „ 2 5 * 22 


My warrant is 68 band 17 13 195 [Goes out and returns. 


. woith e 
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COUNTESS, BENEDIOT, EDMUND. | 


3 EN E D I c T. 

- This gentleman _ , , 4 
Beheld hy Edad breathleſs on the ground, 4 

C. QUNT1 E SS, 


W | 


| Hah! is this ſorcery ! or is't my huſband ? : d woont. 


eee 
Stand off, and let me claſp her in my am 
The flame of filial fondneſs. ſhall, pie 
The lamp of life, repay the breath the gave: 
And waken all the mother in her ſoul, „ 
BE NE DIC. 


"EDMUND, 3 
7 Do not my fears tell thee ! 3 
a re ore dear ! dehold ep ſon | 


- *. 


3 1.4 


Z Hah! who art thou then? PO” _ 


— — — 


n See | ſhe rerives 


THE nvsruR tous urn 


It la thy Edmund's voice; bleſt, if thy eyes 
Awake to bleſs him—Soft ! her pulſe returns; 


She breathes—oh ! ſpeak, Dear parent, mother, hear! 
Tis Edmund—Friar, wherefore is this horror? 
Am I then deadly to her eyes ? Dumb ſtill! 

Speak, tho! it be to curſe me—1 have e ber * 


My brain grows hot - 


BENEDICT. 19 
My lord, reſtrain your pain; 


EDMUND. 
Ohl if theſe lips that quiver 


Wich dread of thy diſdain, have force to move thee 


With nature's, duty's, or affection's voice, 
Feel how I print thy hand with burning zeal, 
Tho? tortur'd at this awful interval „ 


Art — or not, a mother ? 


COUNTESS. 
Aa Hah |! wheream TI? 


Why do you hold me? Was it not wy Narbonne? 
Il him —on my foul I did 


E DMU N D. ; 
or ng MO 0 Alt 
She — thy e apprehenſion 
It was no phantom: at thy ſeet bebeld— OO, 
COUNTESS. N 
Hah ! whom ! quick, anfwer—Narbanne, doſt thou live 5 


: Or comeſt to tranſport me to perdition ? 


BENEDICT... 
Madam, behold your ſon: he kneels for pardon, 


And I, I innocent, I ignorant 


Of what he was, implore 1 it too— 


COUNTESS. 


— 


/ 


A 65 K | 422 : 
' COUNTESS. ET 
det dae WARD e Diſtrackion! 
. ens pe 
Why thus aſſail my ſplitting brain? be quick= = Fas 
Art thou my huſband wing'd from other bs 
To taunt my ſoul? What is this ur g bin, 0 
Impreſs'd with ev'ry feature T adore, ee Th of 
And every lineament I dread to look on ph + 1 10 
195 thou my dead or living ſon? 13 + 
e E eder 80 N 5 e 1] fs 255 
| ; 5 460 Iam „ 
Thy living Edmund. ae theſs audi; tears * e 
Atteſt th' "Or thy ſuff ring ſon, . git 
e 
Ah! touch r me no „ et el 36 ,, HT Vf 
EX EDMUND. : e 
How in Ane cre breaſt 
- Davie then all enlations, but affection? 8 
Why ſo ador'd the memory of the father, 
And ſo abhorr'd the preſence of the ſon? 
But now, and to thy eyes I ſeem'd' ay the- 
At leaſt for that reſemblance-ſake — me. 
| "COUNTESS. 
Horror on-horror !"Blaſted be 1 rongue! 1 
Wat ſounds are thoſe 1 5 


Irie. 
Lady, tho? pathos "Y en 
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This See lotd's diſobedience; His cvttrition” N 
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Be ſpeaks no rebel principle. I doubt not, 
Your bleſſing firſt obtain'd and ann 
But ſoon as morning ftreaks the ruddy Eaſt, 

He will obey your- ee iy and return 


; To e elimes- * | 
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. TAE MYSTERIOUS: MOTHER: 
EDMUND. | 


114111 ITisfalle; I will not hence. 
"© 3 8 fool's. too long, too long been patient- | 
No are my years ſo-green as to endure 
The manac les of prieſts and nurſeries. 
Am I not Narbonne's prince ? who ſhall rule hs 
| But Narbonne: Have I ſapp'd my country's laws, 


Or play'd the tyrant? Who ſhall baniſh me ? 
Am I a recreant knight? Has cowardice 


Diſgrac'd the line of heroes I am ſprung from? 

Shall I then ſkulk, hide my inglorious head ? | 

Or does it pleaſe your worſhip's JJ 

Diſpatch me on ſome ſleeveleſs pilgrimage, | 

Like other noble fools, to win you empires; 

While you at home mock our credulity, _ 

The maſters of our wealth, our ſtates, and wives? 
COUNTESS. 


Jade] ( | Hh 2 there ſpoke his ſire, How: OF 
ſoul yearns-. 283 3 Cel 


\ 


To own its genuine offspring wg e n me 


Thou art my ſon, and I will prove a mother. 
But l' m' thy ſoy'reign too. This ſtate is mine. 
Learn to command, by learning to obey. 

Tho' frail my ſex, I have a ſoul as maſauline 

As any of thy race. This very monk, _ 
Lord as thou thinkeſt of my ductile conſcience, 


Quails - look if tis not true—when I command. ; 


Retire thee to the village, Tis not ripe 
As yet my purpoſe - Benedict, attend me. 


I 0-morrows enn, ſhalt thou learn my pleaſure⸗ 


. [Ex. CounTEss and nme 
iſ D MUND, alone. 


Why, this is 2 Sounds of fuch aecene 


T6 Og Eo Ou Nees 


: * 
1 
. * | p 2 
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Ne'er ſtruck mine ear till now. Commanding ſex ! 
Strength, courage, * our boaſted attributes, 
Mant eſtimation; ev'n the preheminence 

We vaunt in wiſdom, ſeems a borrow'd ray, 
When virtue deigns to ſpeak with female I: | 
Yes, O my mother, I will learn t'obey : 
I will believe, that, harſh as thy decrees, 
They wear the warrant of benign intention. 5 
Make but the blooming Adeliza mine, „ 
And bear, of me unqueſtion'd, Narbonne's ſceptrez Es. 
Till life's expiring lamp by intervals TC FO 

'Throws but a fainter and a fainter flaſh, . 

And then relumes its waſted oil no more. [Exit 
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| Endof the Third Aa.” 
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1 * THz MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 


£8 


ACE IMs FOURTH. 


The. 8 i E N E continues. 


BENEDICT, MARTIN. 


M A RTIN. 

Know thy ſpirit well; know how it lacy: | 

When curb'd and driv*n to wear the maſk of art. 
But till this hour I have not ſeen thy paſſions | 
| Boil ofer the bounds of prudence. | 8061 ee 
And ſo reſetv'd! 5 . 
| BENEDICT. 
| Miſtake me not, good brother: i 
I want no confidence: I know thy faith. | 
But can I to thy naked eye unfold, 
What I dare ſcarce reveal to my own boſom ? 
I would not know one half that I ſuſpect, 
Till I have ated as if not fuſpecting. : 
MARTIN. 
| How, brother! thou a caſuiſt ! and apply 
To thy own breaſt thoſe damning ſubtleties, 
Which cowards with half-winking conſciences 
Purchaſe of us, when they would fin ſecure, 
And hope the penalty will all be ours! 

BENEDICT. 

Brother, this moment is too big with action 
To waſte on bootleſs curioſity. - 
When I try ſins upon the touchſtone conſcience, 
It is for others uſe, not for my own. 
'Tis time enough to make up our account, 
W we confeſs and kneel for abſolution. 


2 - £ * I 0 * 
1 Is 4 


x I MARTIN. 


Replace the old. Each chieftain that attacks us 


4A RAOEDN. # #708. 
Stein does thy e. Piling * dene i 
How many fathers of < our ance church 150 IN 
In Benedict 1 + Oe F 
Enn pier. 1 > lay? 
750 Wine No Aattery, * i 


| Tis 1 true ks ts owes Benedict ſome _— 
For her, I have forgot I am a man, | 
For her, each virtue from my breaſt I baniſh. 
No laws I know but her-proſperity ; l e 
No country, but her boundleſs acquiſitions. 
Who dares be true to country, king, or er 
If enemies to Rome, are Benedict's e . 8 
MARTIN. HL e 
Has it then gone ſo far? Does ſhe 8 my 
Is Edmund too infected with like EY? 1 
BBN EDLCT,-: + 5495 
Both, CE both are thinking ce 
I could forgive them, did ſome upſtart fe& 
With ſharper rigours charm their headlong zeal, - 
But they, in ſooth, muſt TR e, Lite . 
On the proud talent ! *twill at laſt undo us. 
When men are gorged with each abſurdity . 
Their ſubtle wits can frame; or we adopt 1 * * 
For very novelty they will fly to ſenſe, = 
And: we ſhall fall before that idol, ae, 48 
MARTIN. | 
Fear not a PR ſo tranſient. Stateſmen too 
Will join to ſtem the torrent: or new follies 


Muſt grow the pope of his own hereſy. 

Fen ſtern philoſophy, if once orice; 1 

8 17 frame ſome j Jargon, and exact ect 43 
4 7 2 a 


F 
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Too metaphyſic nonſenſe worſe than ours. 

The church is but a ſpecious name for empire, | 

And will exiſt wherever fools have fears. 

Rome is no city; tis the human heart; 

And there ſuffice it if we plant our banners. 

Each prieſt cannot command and thence come ſects. 

Obdurate Zeno and our great Auguſtine 

Are of one faith, and differ but for * | 
BENEDICT... 

So be 3 intereſt bids us cent. Tc 

This cockatrice and her egg: or we ſhall - 155 

The ſinging ſaints of Savoy's neighb'ring vale 

Fly to the covert of her ſhadowy wings, E 

And foil us at our own dexterity. 

Already to thoſe vagrants ſhe inclines; 

As if the rogues, that preach reform to others, 

Like idiots, minded to reform themſelves. - 

0 7m... 

Be cautious, beathar ; you may Joſe the lady. 

- BENEDICT. 

She is ain e ne'er was ours. 

I cannot dupe, and therefore muſt deſtroy her: 


| Involve her houſe in ruin ſo prodigious, 


| That neither ſhe nor Edmund may ſurvive it, 

MARTIN: - 7 

| How may this be aecomplidh'd 5 | 
BENEDIOT. 5 

| Aſk me not. 

. kints Jong treaſur'd up, from broken Os 

In frenzy dropp'd, but vibrating from truth: 

Nay, from her caution to explain away 

What the late tempeſt of her ſoul had auer d, 

7 gueſs her fatal as no matter — 


* 


s, 


1 


e AE Dv. 8 F- 


TL 1 


100 1 4 not —by what ſhe has forbidden, e 
I know what ſhould be done then haſte thee, brother j 
Facilitate count Edmund's interview x, 
With Adeliza ; nouriſh their young paſſion= 
Curſe them—and if you r their hands, 
| | gs A R T 1 Ne foe. on es,” 
1 tremble SY 1 5 Le FEE, 2 
. BENEDICT. 1 nodiun 
| Daſtard, tremble, if we. fail. „ al , 
What can we fear, (DICE we have ruin'd them? | | 
0 4 drep=tened c voice is Fu "4h 
F oy: bear l 3 1255 4255 tf 
5 BENEDICT, 555 
Ha whence that en Fe] 
( Poice again.) Ferber 


"BENEDICT, 


«or 


8 Again] 
Comes it from 8 n or hell 5 : nd 
„ {oe again.) Forbear ! 33 N 

MAR TL 5 
„ "Good angels 
protect me \—Bepedi, [thy 7 ame. 


„ E N E 5 «eo 
BENEDICT, MARTIN, "ADELIZA, 3 Y 


{4 wall len of friars, chanting a "funeral anthem, and. 
followed by ADELITA, "qdvance Pear from « a e 


at the end of the ſiage.] 


The Arn. 0422 ee 

| Forbear | forbear | forbear } 4 darn 
+ The pious are heav'n's cane. 
E 4 Lamentations 
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When che 5 are raviſh'd from us. 105 
"Ther pangs of death but ſmooth. i way... 
To n of ere day. . an 2 


£2180 oF j 


25 ee 'B EN EDICT. Alu. to Manrix. 
8 man of aſpin conſcience ! lo! the gods, 
That ſentence Benedict's unholy purpoſe 5 
Art thou a prieſt 7” Waſt thou initiated | 

In each fond mummery that ſubdues the . 5 
And ſtandeſt thou appall'd at our own n thunders ? 

adn > R TIN. 3 

Who trembled firſt ? It was thy ily conſcience 12 
1 hat om th' alarm to mine. 5 

BENE PIO r. 5 

i Peace, dotard, peace 
Nor W the lamb i is "nigh; muſt eagles wrangle. 
Fair faint, give us to know why flow theſe tears; 
| þ [To Abril. 
Why Aghe that WI 3 and why chant ye 
. hat heay 'n-invoking ſoul-diflolving dirge? 

- S905 200 7-7 J.... , 
Ah! holy father, art thou then to learn 
The pious abbeſs is at peace? We go 

To ven her parting bleſſing to the Counteſs, 
: —— BENEDICT: 3 
It muſt not be. Occaſions of much import 
Engroſs her faculties. By me ſhe wills you 
Reſtrain your ſteps within the cloyſter- 8 . 3 
Nor f grant acceſs but to one ſtranger Knight. 5 
AD ELIZ A. 

Is't poſſible ? Can my dear miftreſs bar: 4 
Her faithful handmaid from: her gracious pet 2 
1 8 AS. £645) Shall 
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Shall I not pour my ſorrows in her boſom x” POPE PT i 
And moiſten it with grief and gratitude? > 5 898 
Two friends were all poor Adeliza's wok 
Lo! one is gone to plead the orphan's cauſe. 
My patroneſs, like Tobit's guardian ſpirit “,, ; 
Confirms my ſteps, and points to realms of den. 74 | 
She will not quit me in this vale of bondage 
She muſt be goods who teaches what is goodneſs. 
' ji wa EN EDICS. os = 
” (Indeed 1 mp en pratler then am! gel 
As ſound a ſaint as e er eee - 2206 N 
| —Ha! 'tis the Counteſs —now for phate fe a1 
Young lady, much, I marval S murmur .-. 
| [To dos. | 


Juſt ſenſe and ſober piety ful Jifate 
The Counteſs's commands. W ith truth 51 . hi 


My fins e 1 ey or Sn ole - 
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counTEess. 7 mn 

What voices heard I? Does my rebel ſon 

Attempt againſt my peace ?—Hah | Adeliza 15 

I charg'd thee guard thy ee hier 

T his diſobedience ? EL. 

BENEDICT.” e 
Madam. 1 was uiging | | 
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1 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, 


The fitneſs of your orders; but vain ee 
Scoff'd my eg rebuke - 
e IRONS: Os 
4 1 am the ande you made me. Cruſh me, 85 me. 
I will not murmur. Should you bid me die, 815 
. I know *twere meant in kindneſs. „„ 


e . 
ef - Bid thee dic . 
; My own deteſted life bur Anger round thee! 
Fa! what a glance was there] it ſpoke reſemblance. 
To all I hate, adore My child, retire : s 
I am much difcompos'd—the good old abbeſs 
Claims thy attendance. | 
2 | ADELIZAÞ | 1 
5 „„ Mercy crown. her foul 153 
She needs no duty we can pay her now!  _ 
COUNTESS. 
| How ! art thou deſolate! not a friend left 
To guard thy innocence Oh | wretched maid ! 
Muſt thou be left to ſpoilers ?- or worſe, worſe, 
To the fierce onſet of thy own dire paſſions ? 
Oh! is it come to this? | 
ADE L 1 Z A. 5 
My noble miſtreß, | 
. Can Adelize want a miniſtring angel, _ 
When ſhelter'd by thy wing ?—yet Benedict 
Says, I muſt ſhun this hoſpitable roof, 
Indeed I thought it hard, 
| "© 5 NT E $ 8. | 
4 92 9 Did Benedict, 
Die he audacious dare forbid my _—_ 1 O 


A 


* 1 R A 0 ED Wer "1? 35 


My little 0 to ectibracs er- 
Swell in 15 throat—hence—or they fall on thee, 
ADE LIZ A. | 
Alas! for pity. 1 how have I offended? . 
BENEDICT. 
Madam, it is the pupil of nne 
Your favour'd child -- 2 0 3 
| COUNTESS. ind 
5 ee VO Wie ee Be dumb-- 
For Sake art thou combin'd with Edmund, 
To daſh me down the precipice? e 1 tell th 
I view it with impatience... I could lep 
And meet the furies but muſt ſhe fall with n 
-BENED: LC Tor: © 45:6 
Aide. ( Yes, Bi thy Edmund too)—Be e jadys 
This fair domain, thou know'ſt, acknowledges. _ | 
The ſovereignty of the church. og rebel ſon 
| Dares not ene 
| | COUNTESS... 4 64h 
| Again I bid thee peace. 
There i is no DOE, of lord Edmund. Leave us? - 
_ I have to talk with her alone. | 
BENEDICT. tl to Maxon, 
[x (No tremble 
At voices nee and W uf 
The ſpoils 5 tempeſt throws into our W 
25 | LE. aber and Maurin 
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COUNTESS, ADELIZ A. 
- , ” | * J on 4 # A * Y Z A. 


Now, Adeliza, ee all wa e „„ 

Retrace my precepts paſt: nor let a tear 

Profane-a moment that's worth martyrdom, : 

Remember patience is the chriſtian's courage. 
Stoics have bled, and demigods have Shy, + a hot 

A e 5 ou? is harder—'tis to ee e | 

I {0m , 9 7nd | 

Miles 1 PTD 1 not learnt the bitter leſſon? 

Have I not borne thy woes? What is to come 

Can tax my patience with a ruder trial ?! '' 

Oh] yes, thou muſt do more. Adverſity/' yr f 

Has various arrows. When the ſoul' is ſteel'd 

By meditation to encounter ſorrow, * 

The foe of man ſhifts his artillery, # f 

And drowns in luxury and careleſs PR {1 

Phe breaſt he could not ſtorm. Canſt thou #2 3 

And pleaſure's melting couch ? Thou haſt known virtue 

But at a ſcanty board. She has awak'd __ joy 2A 

To chilling vapours in the midnight vault, { 

And beckon'd thee to hardſhips, tears, and penance. 

Wilt thou acknowledge the divine inftrutreſs, 

When ſyren pleaſures lap thee in delights ? 

. ADE LIZ A. 7 ; 

If ſuch the witchery that waits on Fulle, Z 
Why ſhould I ſeek thy enchantreſs and her wiles ? 


The | 


＋ "7 1 


* 
„ 1 


WT . R A 6 E b v. ai 5 . | | 


The virgin veil/ ſhall guard- my ſpotleſs i 

Aſſure my PRO: and ſaint me for ee 1} as 0 
It cannot 5 . 17% % 40 een e 
To Narbonne thou Gal bid a alaſt 1 $i: 

And WR the pg Enight depart a 12 | 
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ET ee, -- 
Unto: hd too ſure I have oferburthen'd 8 
Thy charity, if thou wouldſt drive me from thee, „ . 

Reſtrain thy alms, dear lady. I have learnt 2 ' 
From our kind ſiſter- hood the needle's art. 1 0 „FF 
| My needle and thy ſmiles will life ſupports" )))) 
Pray let me bring my laſt embroidery ; VV 
Tis all by my own hand. Indeed I meant it a f 
F. or my kind wy $ feſtive.” 0, ee „ 

8 8 COUNTESS, en | 


Great a 
| Does this froke pierce not deep enough ? Theſe tears, 
Wrung from my vital fondneſs, ſcald they not Es 
Worſe than the living coal that ſeats the limbs? 
ABE. 5 
Alas ! thou heareſt not! What grief o erwhelms thee * 
Why darts thy eye into my inmoſt ſoul? phe 
Then vacant, motionleſs, arreſts its courſe, ' © | 
And ſeems not to perceive” what it reads there? = 
My much-loy'd TO . ff 
COUNTESS.” „ DE. 
. e fs O Adeliza, N 5 
Thy words now hag a now *augment my fe 950 
But oh! Cer reaſon quits this lab'ring frame, 


3 


While I dare weep theſe tears of eee o'er ww 


| Vautterable, E N 5 ER Wh 75 | | 
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63 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, 
Hear my laſt breath. Avoid the ſcorpion pleaſure. | 


Death lurks beneath the velvet of his lip, 


And but to think him over, is perdition! 
O retroſpect of horror To the altar! 
Haſte, Adeliza, —vow thou wilt be wretehed! 
# ler,, 
Doſt thou then doom me to eternal ſorrows? 
Haſt chou deceiv'd me? is not 3 dappineſs? 
% QOUNTESS. . 
I] know not that. I know that guilt is Andre, 1 
A DELIZA. 
Sure peſtilence has flapp'd his baleful wing, 
And ſhed its poiſon o'er thy faintlike reaſon ! 
When thou ſo patient, holy, ſo reſign'd, 
Doubteſt of virtue's health, of virtue's peace. 
— But tis to try me look upon this relick : ; 
Twas the gobd abbeſs's bequeſt, *Twill chaſe 
Ts: fiend that walks at twilight, . 
CO U N-T-E:8:8.- 
| How ſhe melts me! 
What have I 1 e innocence, 
Thou art my only thought Oh! waſt thou form'd 
The child of ſin and dare I not embrace thee ? | 
Muſt I with eager ecſtacy gaze on thee, © 
Yet cui ſe the hour that ſtamp'd thee with a being! 15 
| ADELIZA. | 
| Alas! 1 was I then born the child of fin [, 
Who were my parents f I will pray for them, 
AGEOUNIESS. fe 
ob! if the belt muſt come, here let it ſtrike me! 


I Flinging herſelf on the ground. 


Nature! theſe feolingy were thy gift. Thou knoweſt 
How by I can relif "y forceful _—_ . | 
| | * | „„ 


7 


Ki TRAGEDY. 


If theſe emotions are imputed to me, 
I have one fin I cannot yet repent of ! 1 
| A DELIBA< mn © bios {KA 
> Ohf raiſe fins from the earth. Shall T behold thee a 
Proſtrate, embracing an unfriended beggar ? | 
Or doſt thou mock me ſtill? What is my lot? 
Wilt thou yet cheriſh me? Or do the great 
Exalt us but in ſport, lend us a taſte, 
A viſion of enjoyment, and then daſh us 
To poverty, more poignant by compariſon ?_ 
Vure 1 could never wanton with affliction! 
r 2 © 
Ah! canſt cham doubt this conflict of the ol! 
Mock thee oh ! yes, there are ſuch ſavage natures, 
That will deride thy woes and thou muſt bear it - 
With foul reproach will gall thy ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And taunt thee with a crime paſt thy conceiving. 
Oh! 'tis to ſhield thee from this world of ſorrows, * 
That thou muſt fly, muſt wed, muſt never view | 
The tow'rs of Narbonne more; muſt never know , 
The doom reſerv'd for thy ſad e 5 
DEL {4 
Who threatens thy dear life ! recall thy Side 
His valiant arm will ſtem a hoſt of foes, 
RI thy lord, and woo thee to be happy. - 
-COUN;FESS -: 
| Hah! little imp of darkneſs ! doſt thou wear 
That angel form to gird me with upbraidings 
Fly, e'er my rage forget diſtinction, nature, 
And make a medley of ane en crimes. 
Fly, e'er it be too late - . e 
AbEILI2 4. 1 25 Bk 
For pity ! ; - 
COUNTE 8 5. 


/ 


THE Re | 


G of * N T E B:8.:: 
+ Hencel. 
Pity would bid we gab thee, while the 57 

Of „ Os thee in its happy flumbers. 
r 
Alas! the ae will call help. las 

$17 DON DLS4;) alone. 
| = 80 8 2 a long pauſe, in which, he both 5 
aun after ADELIZA. _ 
| , V „5 She's gone. TY 

— That pang, PAY + Gu; was my laſt ſacrifice! 

Now recolle& thyſelf, my ſoul! conſummate _ 
The pomp of horror with tremendoiis coolneſs; 
Tis fit that reaſon puniſh paſſion's crime. 

| —Reaſon !—alas! 'tis one of my convulſions! 

Now it empow'rs me paſt myſelf: now leaves me 
Exhauſted, ſpiritleſs, eying with deſpair | 
The heights I cannot reach. Then om enen 
Imperial fool ! and promiſes to waft mme 
Beyond the grin of ſcorn—but wh ſits nase if 911 
Supereminent ? tis conſcience !— phrenzy n me 


b 'T know the foe—ſee! ſee! he points his lance! ' 


8 


He plunges it all flaming in my Wal: 4 
And down I _ loſt in eternal al anguiſh! leu, ont 


| SCEN 74 
BENEDICT, ADELIZA- 


. 4D ELIZz A. e ba 
She is not here. Shall dye not follow herr? 2 
Such agonies of paſſion ſure ſome demon 


Aſſaults 


Ul 


2223 


A” TRAGEDY, 2 L 


57 


Aſfaults her. Thon walt pray by h her. Indeed: 
1 tremble for her life. | 
"BENEDICT, TR 
Thou Eno it her not. 
Her tranſport i is fictitious. Tis the coinage 1. 
Of avarice and caprice, Doſt thou 1 not ſee _ 
Her bounty wearies ? While thy babbling years 
Wore the trick of novelty, thou waſt ber MA. 
The charity c of the great muſt be amuß d. 
Mere merit ſurfeits Fi, affliction SR 5 
The ſick muſt jeſt and gambol to attra te 
Their pity Come, I'II warrant, thou haſt wept, 
And told her heav'n would regiſter each ducat 
Her piety had ſpar d to cloathe and feed three. 
Go to; thou haſt eſtrang d her; and the means 
AS drive thee hence, leſt thou upbraid her TI 
„ D ELIZR © 
Upbraid my patroneſs ! I! I upbraid her, 
Who ſee her now the angel that ſhe will bel] 
How knew I virtue, goodneſs, but from her! 
Her leſſons taught me heay'n ; her life reveal'd it. 
The wings of gratitude muſt bear me N 
Or 1 deſerve not Paradiſe. 
5 BENEDICT. 
, Thou art young. | 
Thy novice ear  imbibes « e ach. ſilver ſound, 
And deems the muſic 5 05 all by truth. | 
Grey hairs are not fool'd thus. I know this Counteſs; 
An errant heretic, he ſcoffs the church 
When did her piety. adorn our altars? _ 
What holy garments gliſten with her g gifts? ? 
The fabric of our conyent threatens ruin 
Ber the. repair it - no. On lazy Ihen, 
F On 
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On ſoldiers maim'd and ſwearing from the wars 

She laviſhes her wealth but note it, young one; 

Her days are number'd ; and thou ſhalt do wiſely 

To quit her e er the meaſure is compleat. 

3ͤ 

Alas | ſhe bids me go. She bids me wed | 

The ſtranger knight that woo'd me at our parlour. 

| - SENEDICET. 

And thou ſhalt take her at her word. Myſelf 
Will join your hands—and o in happy hour 1 

Who comes to meet her boon. 5 1 


„% Ä 
EDMUND, BENEDICT, ADELIZA, 


E D M v N D. 5 
| +... Inttears!—that cowl. 
Shall nat N wv injurious tongue, that dares . 
| Inſult thy innocence—for ſure, thou dear one, * 
Thou haſt no ſins to weep. | 
4, BENEDICT. 
8 My gracious lord, 
Yourſelf and virgin coyneſs muſt be chidden, 
If my fair ſcholar wears the micn of ſadneſs. 
'Tis but a bluſh that melts in modeſt ſhowers. 
" EDMUND © 
Unciddle, prieſt. My ſoul is too impatient | 5 
To wait th' impertinence of flow'ry dialed. *' 
BENEDICTE 
Then briefly thus. The Counteſs wills me join ; 
Your hand with this fair maiden' 8—now, my lord, 


1s my poor language nauſeous? : 353 
. 5 EDMUND. 


n 


E D M VU N D: . 
5 „ pofible? 5 
Doſt thou 3 ſweet paſſion of my ſoul? 
N J then claſp thee to my heart? ©” 
= ADELIZA. 5 
| | Forbear! 
1 mata not be-— Thos ſhalt not wed a beggar. 
— 
A qi ggar | 1 Thou art riches, opulence, _ 
The 42 5 ruby and the dazzling di mond, 
Set in the world's firſt diadem, could not 9 
A ray to thy leaſt charm—for pity, grant me 
To breathe my warmth into this marble hand. |. 
Ar 
Never nis orphan, this abandon'd wanderer 
Taunted with poverty, with ſhameful origine, 
Dower'd with no lot but ſcorn, ſhall ne'er beſtow ho 
That, her ſole portion, on a lordly huſband. 2 
| "BENEDICT F. =. 
My lord, the Counteſs is my gracious miſtreſs : 4 
My duty bade me to report her words. 
It ſeems her charities circumſcribe her wiſhes. 
This goodly maiden has full long experienc'd. 
Her ampleſt bounty. Other piteous objects 
Call for her largeſs. Lovely Adelia 
Plac'd in your arms can never feel affliction. 
This the good Counteſs knows _ 
1 EDMUND. es lg 
” Bymyfi ſire's ſoul 
I will not hack} her. Has ſhe dar'd to ſcorn thee, 
Thou beauteous excellence then from this hour 
Thou art her equal. In her very preſence 
F.2 
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6 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 
1 will eſpouſe thee. Let us ſeek the PRONE one! 


— Nay, no enn love | 


BENEDICT. 
(By heav'n all's Joſt, THfde. 


Should they meet nov) = — in lord, a word. The 

maiden "2 [4 de to EDMUND, | 
Conſent, Sat but a en dart from the Counteſs. 
But now, and ſhe enjoin'd your marriage. | Better 


Profit of that beheſt—-— wh 


EDMUND. 
D | I tell thee, monk, 
My naughty (Gul will not— _ 
„ 
. Pray be advis'd. 
Heav'n be bb dear 1 tender your felicity. | 
The chapel is few paces hence—nay, lead her 


With gentle wooing, nor alarm her fears, 
Arriv'd there, I will ſpeedily pronounce ä 


The ſolemn words _ 
. D MU N D. | 
Well, be it fo. My fair one, 
This holy man advifes well. To heaven 

We will addrefs our vows, and afk its pleaſure. 
Come, come; I will not be refus'd— 5 


ADELIZA. 


* 


Ya heay 'n! 5 
To thee I fy ; thou art my only 2 [Exeunt. 


Eu of the Prarth A. 


: * 
RAGE 2 . . 
5 : f 3 5 # K : > WY AG = * 1 Gt 5 ons ? 
- 


A-C x: the 4p; 1 F T H. 
The 8 c E N * continues. | 


Enter BENEDICT, „ 


HE buſineſs is difpatch'd. Their hands are zige 
The puling moppet ſtruggled with her wiſhes; 
Invok'd each faint to witneſs her refuſal? 
Nor heeded, tho? I ſwore their golden * 
Were tun'd to greet her hymeneal hour. 
Th' impetuous count, fired with th' impure ſuggeſtion, 
As if deſcending clouds had ſpread their pillows 
To meet the preſſure of his eager tranſports, 
Would have forerun the rites. The maid e 
At ſuch tumultuous unaceuſtom'd onſet, 
Sunk lifeleſs on the payement. Haſtily _ — 
I mumbled ofer the ſpell that binds them faſ t. 
Like an inyenom'd robe, to ſcorch each other =» . 
With mutual ruin Thus am I reveng'd. © — 
Proud dame of Narbonne, lo ! a bare- foot monk 
Thus pays thy ſcorn, thus vindicates his altars. 
Nor while this woolen frock ſhall rap our order, 
Shall .e'en the lillied monarchs of our realm 
Be plac'd ſo high, but a poor friar's knife * 
Shall fell their tow! ring grandeur to the _ 
Oft as they ſcant Io to-the church. 


* Alluding to the aſſaſſinations of Henry III. and IV. | 
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7% THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 
e EN H U. 
BENEDICT, PORTER. 


| PORTER. 
Ah | woe of woes | good father, haſte thee in, 


And ſpeak ſweet words of comfort to our miſtreſs. 


Her brain is much diſturþ'd—I fear ſome ſpell, 
Or naughty bev'rage—will you not in-and 11 0 by her ? | 
In ſooth ſhe needs your pray'rs. | 
| BENEDICT. | 
She ſcorns my pray” rs. [ Coldh. 
PORTER. / 
Oh! no; bars now ſhe call'd for you, Pray ſeek her. 
£24 BENED CT: | 
1 can adminiſter no comfort to her. 
PORTER. 
Yes, yes, you can. They ſay the foul fiend dreads 
A ſcholar—Tut, your holy wit can poze him, 
Or bind him to the red waves of the ocean. 
Oh ! he afflicts her gentle ſpirit, and vomits 
Strange menaces and terrible from her Moo 7 
Then he is ſullen; gags her lab'ring lips, - 
And ſhe replies not- 
BENE DIC T. 
-. ___ Goodman exorciſt, 7 
Thy pains are unavailing. Her fins preſs her. 
Guilt has unhing'd her reaſon. 
POR T E R. 
Beſhrew thy heart, 
Thou doſt averſe her. I know thoſe are paid 
For being ſaints that | 
& i 9 85 BENEDICT. 


A TRAGEDY. Fe 


BENEDICT. 9 | 
| Stop that tongue profane : 
Thou art infected with her hereſies. 
_ £© Tudgments already have o'erta'en thy miſtreſs, 
cc © Thou at thy peril leave her to her fate.” | 
”" POrETERL 
< Father, belike there is a different heaven 
For learned clerks and ſuch poor men as I am. 
Me it behoves to have ſuch humble virtues 
&« As ſuit my ſimple calling. To my maſters 
6 For raiment, food, for ſalary, and protetion 
<c My honeſt heart owes gratitude. They took -me 
From drudgery to guard their honour'd perſons, 
«© Why am I call'd a man of worſhip ? Why, 
* As up the chancel I precede my lady, 
Do th' vaſſals of the caſtle, rang'd in rows, 
% Bow e'en to Peter ? Why? but, by the rood, 
% Becauſe ſhe plac'd this ſilver-garniſh'd ſtaff 
In Peter's hand. Why, but becauſe this robe, 
% Ploating with ſeemly tufts, was her gift too. 
4 For honours of ſuch note owe I not thanks ? 
ce Were my life much to ſacrifice for hers „ 
BENEDICT” TE 
e Peace with thy ſaucy lecture, or harangye 1 
Thy maudling fellows o'er the hall's dull embers - 
« With this thy goſſiping morality.” — „ 
Now anſwer—mentions ſhe her ſon? 
PORTER. 1 
| Es Ah me! 
I had forgotten—this old brain tis „„ 
Tis very true—ſhe raves upon her ſ nn, 
And thinks he came in viſion. 3 
BENEDICT. |. 5 
T was no viſio on, 8 
F 4 PORT ER. 


22 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 


Hos heav'n hotter | 
e in gier 3 
He has ff ſpoken with her, 4 
PORT *. 


. deten it could — 
How did he M6 the gate 
BEN Eber. 


1 tell thee, TY 
Thy ks maſter 8 fon, has ſeen his mother; 
Is but few paces hence, 
„„ R. 
N 5 115 13 Joyous founds ! vt 1 
Where i is my noble |! lord? „ 
ert., 


nin undone, 


: LOKIAN pixEDiErT, PORTER, 


FLORIAN. 
Sure the bon 7 that hang in lazy clouds | 5 
O'er yonder moat, infect the V 
And ſteam with phfehzy's melancholy fumes. 
But fon and 1 met Edmund with a voice 
Appall'd and hollow like a parricitle” " 
He told me he was wedded. When I aſked 
To ſee his bride, he groan'd, and faid his j joys 
Were blaſted'&er camel d. As he urg d 
His ſuit, the maiden's teats and Mieke had truck 
On his ſick fancy like his mother's cries! 
Th' idea writhing from his brain, had won 
His 1 and he e be ſaw his mother ! 
i This 


. CV 


—This none of contagious bigotry 
Has gain'd almoſt on me. Methinks yon monk 5 
Might fell me with a chaplet - Edmund left we, 
Abruptly—I muſt learn this myſtery. 8 

[To BEN EDIC T.] {To Perzr.] 


Health to your rev 'Trence—H ak my new acquai intance! 


In tears, my good old friend ! What has the cricket - 
Chirp'd ominouſly—come, away. with ſorrow: _ 
Joy marks this * its own. . 


PORTER. 


A joyful day! 115 „ 


The cence of September. [note it, ſir, 
Note it for th? uglieſt of the calendar, Bn, 
'T was on this day—ay, this day ſixteen years | 
The noble count came to his death! 

F L ORIAN. . 

No matter. 

Th' arrival of a noble younger count „„ 
Shall mock prognoſtics paſt, and paint the year 05 
With ſmiling white, fair fortunes fay'rite livery. 
But tell me, father, tell mes has the Counteſs 


[To dean. 


Pardon'd her ſon's return? Has ſhe receiv'd him 

With th' overflowings of a mother's joy? 2 

Smiles ſhe upon his wiſhes—As I enter d 

Methought I heard an hymeneal accent. 

And yet, it ſeems, the favour of your countenance. | 

Wears not the benediction of rejoicing. 7 
-  BENBDICE 

The Counteſs muſt unfold her book of fate. 

Iam not ſxill'd to read ſo dark a volume. 3 

„ e LOST IT. 
oa. as the Delphic god |—good Peter, 
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74 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, | 
Thy wit and mine are more upon a level. 
Reſolve me, has the Counteſs ſeen lord Edmund! 5 
Say, did ſhe frown and chide ? or bathe his cheek, | 
With tears as warm as leaping blood? 

„ * FORTER. | FER 
n „ Ah! maſter, 7 

You ial too good to mock our miſery. ts 

A foldier cauſes woe, but ſeldom jeers it. 

Or know'ſ thou not—and ſure *twill pity thee ! 

The gracious Counteſs, our kind lady — indeed 

I truſt they will return—is ſtrangely chang 5 

JJ _ 

. By my good ſword, thou ſhalt unriddle, viel. 
What means this tale? What mintage is at work 
To coin deluſion, that this fair domain - | 

May become holy patrimony ? Thus 

Teach you our matrons to defraud their iſſue 

By artificial fits and ated rayings ? 55 

I have beheld your juggles, heard your dreams. 

Th' impoſture ſhall be known. Theſe ſixteen years 

Has my friend Edmund pin'd in baniſhment: _ 

While maſſes, mummings, goblins and procefſions 

Uſurp'd his heritage, and made of Narbonne | 

A theatre of holy interludes 5 

And fainted frauds, But day darts on Wn. Sf pells. 

Th' enlighten'd age eſchews your vile dectits, 

And truth ſhall do mankind and Edmund Juſtice, 

BENEDICT. . 

Unhallow'd boy, I ſcorn thy contumely. 

In camps and trenches vent thy lewd reproaches, 

Blaſpheming while ye tremble. Heay'n's true ſoldiers, 

Endu'd with more than mortal courage, defy 

Hoſts numerous as the Pagan chivalry | 


Pour'd 


Pour d forth to cruſh the church's riſing glories. 
But this is an enlighten'd age [—Behold 


a * 1 
; R 3 
— mY 
5 
; It * 
1 
7 


The triumphs of your ſect l to yonder plains 2 


Bend thy illumin'd eye ! The Vaudois there, 
Writhing in flames, and quiv'ring at th* approach 
Of Rome's impending knife, atteſt the bleſſings 
Conferr'd on their inſtructed i ignorance L 
FLORIAN. 


Monſtrous ! unparallel'd ! Are cries and groans 


Of butcher'd conſcientious men the hymns 

With which you chant the victories of the church ; 8 
Do you afflict and laugh? ſtab and huzza? _ 
But I am dallying with my own impatience— 
Where is this mother? I will tent her ſoul ; 
And warn thee, if I find ſuggeſtion's whiſper 

Has pradtic'd to the detriment of my friend, 


| Thy caitiff life ſhall anſwer to my ſword, 


Tho' ſhrin'd within the pillars of the Vatican. 

| BENEDICT. 
| Judge heaven betwixt us! _ 
If e'er the dews of night ſhall fall, thou ſeeſt not 
The cup of wrath pour'd out, and triple woes 
Overtake unheard-of crimes ; call me falſe prophet, 
Renounce my gods and join thee to the impious 5 
Thou in thy turn, if truth lives on my lips, | 
Tremble ! I. [behold the hour . | 


. ning neren. 
8 c E N EB IV. 


COUNTESS, FLORIAN, BENEDICT, 
e ORT ER. 


COUN TH. 

I dare not 135 the gulf ha ! Benedict 1855 
Thou art a prieſt, thy miſſion ſhould be holy, 
If thou belieſt not heav'n quick, do thy work! 
If there is pow'r in pray'r, teach me ſome ſounds 
To charm my ſenſes, leſt my coward fleſh 
Recoil, and win the maſtery o'er my — 

—Tis not the wound; it is the conſequence | a 
See | ſee! my Narbonne ſtands upon the brink, 
And ſnatches from the readieſt fury. there 
A blazing torch ! he whirls it round my head, 
And aſks where are my children! 


"POR TER.- 
SN EW my bear, 
At this ſad ght „ 

FLOR I AN. 


Stand off ! thou'rt an accomplice N 5 
1 it was your morning's gracious pleaſure 
I ſhould attend you. May 1 bope yur Rar, 
a 1 antieipate— 

CO UNT E 8 8. 

Ha! Who art thou? 

FI. ORIAN. 

n you forgot me, lady? 

COUNTESS. 
—_ Memory 
Is full. A head diſtract as mine can hold 
; Fwy only c guilt and eternity! 

1 | — PFHOBIAN, 


$4 46, eo Ie 


8 f A, „ 


1 FLORIAN. 
No more of . | Time has abundant hours 27 5 
For holy meditation. Nor have years 
Trac'd ſuch deep admonition on your cheek, . 
As call for ſudden preparation— „„ wm a | por 
 COUNTE 88. mah 
. e 
Can 40 no more: its efficacy loſt— | 
What muſt Nos muſt be ſoon—He will return. 
FLORIAN. os 
He is return'd, your ſon have you not ſeen him? 
Would I had never! e 
＋ LORI A N. 
Come, this is too much. 
| This villainous monk has ſtep'd *twixt you and nature; ; 
And miſreported of the nobleſt gentleman 
| That treads on chriſtian ground—Are you a mother ? 
Are legends dearer to you than your ſon? 
Think you ' tis piety to gorge theſe miſcreants, _ 
And drive bg: child from your embrace 
COUNTESS. 1 
. . Ve ſaints hy 
This was hs 8 prompted it—avaunt! 
He beckons me I will not lies my lord | 7 „ 
Not bleeding in the porch? I'll tear my hair 
And bathe his wounds—W here' 's Beatrice | —monſter } 
monſter! 
She leads the dzmon—ſee | q 1 —1 1 the couch! 
No, I will periſh with my Narbonne — Oh N 
My ſtrength, my reaſon faint—darkneſs ſurrounds me | 
To-morrow !—neyer will to-morrow come! 


Let me die here! [ Sinks on a PT +> | 


FLORIAN. 


a COUNTESS. 1 a 


— ‚—— PTDDP’DP’D’— — ee — ——— 
> — © I WTO! n 
— —— — 2 — — — — — 


— en wry 


. — n 


Dea 


—— ——— ILY ne re 


— —.— 
— _ — — 


. THE MYSTERIOUS, MOTHER 


F LO R I A N. | 
This is too much for art. _ 
Chill damps fit « on her brow : her pulſe replies not. 5 
Nerf. 5 
No; ; *tis fictitious all—"twas I inſpir'd 
The horrors ſhe has been fo kind to utter 5 
At my ſuggeſtion: . 
FLORIAN. 
That inſulting ſneef 
Speaks more the devil than if thy words were ſerious: 
Be her\diftraRtion counterfeit or rell, 
Her ſex demands compaſtion or aſſiſtance. 


5 But ſhe revives f 


e 
Is death then paſt! my brain 
Beats not its wonted tempeſt—in the grave _ 


There is peace then! 
FLORIAN. 
| Aer agony abates. 1 8 
Look up and view your friend, 
> ns UNT C88” 
ee ok 16 1% 
This: is life til) !—am I not in my caſtle? 


Sure T ſhould know this garden—good old Peter Fo 


My honeſt ſeryant, thou I ſee wilt never 
Quit thy poor, miſtreſs !—kind old man, he weeps pr 
FORTS © 2 


| Indeed it * for joy how fares my lady 26 


COUNTESS. 


Exhauſted, Peter, that I have not cas” 
To be diſtracted-hah ! your looks betray 


i Tremendous innuendoes !—gtacious heaven! 
\pave I ſaid ought—has Wildneſs-—truf me, 1. 


In 


A TRAGEDY. _ 


In thels ſad fits my unhing'd fancy wanders 
Beyond the compaſs of things poſſible. ' 
Sometimes an angel of excelling brightneſs 
I ſeern to whirl the orbs and launch the comet. 
Then hideous wings with forked points array me, 
And I ſuggeſt ſtrange crimes to N matrons— 
Sick 1 muſt be pardon'd. 

'B ENEDIC T. 
— | l kArtful woman . 

Thou ſubtle emblem of thy ſex, compos d 
Of madnels and deceit - but ſince thy brain 
Has loſt its poize, I will ſend thoſe ſhall ſhake fe © 


Ll 


Beyond recovery of its reeling bias.) bee | 


. "COUNTER makes a hi En to Peres to retire. 


8 c E N ER V. 
COUNTESS, FLORIAN.,, 


COUNTESS. 

This interval is well—tis thy laſt boon, 
Tremendous Providence! and I will uſe it 

As 'twere th' elixir of deſcending mercy: : 

Not a drop ſhall be waſte—accept my thanks! ; 
Preſerve my reaſon ! and preſerve my child! 
N thy years are green; perhaps may mock. 
A woman's words, a mother's woe ]—but honour, | | 
If I believe this garb, is thy profeſſion. 

Haſt thou not dealt in blood then thou haſt nad” 
The dying groan, and ſin's deſpairing accent. 
Struck it not on thy ſoul ! Recall it, fir!  _ 
What then was thy ſenſation, feel for me! 


5 1 FLORIAN. 


—— 
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So THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 


Rn 
I ſhudder | liſten, pity, and reſpect thee || „ 
COUN T E S 8. 

Reſolve my anxious heart. Tho- vagrant pleaſure, 
Th' ebriety of youth, and worſe than paſſion, 
Example, lead thee to the {trumpet vice; 
Say, if beneath the waves of diſfipation, 
The germ of virtue bloſſoms in thy ſoul. 

„%ͤ; ͥ᷑ y 
A ſoldier” s honour. j is his virtue. Gownmen Yr 
Wear it for ſhow, and barter it for gold, : — 
And have it ſtill. A ſoldier and his honour 5 


Exiſt together, and together periſh. 


COUNTESS. 
I do believe thee. I hus my Narbonne 1 
Then hear me, child of honour ! Canſt thou cheriſh 
Unblemiſh'd innocence ! wilt thou protect it ? 


Wilt thou obſerve its wand'rings ? call it back, | 


Confine it to the path that leads to happineſs ? 
Haſt thou that genuine heroiſm of ſoul 
'To hug the little fondling ſufferer, 


When neſtling in thy boſom, drown'd i in bluſhes, 


Nor caſt her from thee, while a grinning world 
Reviles her with a mother's foul miſdeeds py 
RL QORKIAN 
My arm is fave to innocence diſtreſt ; 
Point out the lovely mourner, 
5 COUNTESS. 
„„ enough. 
Nor ſuffer th ebbing moments more enquiry. 
My orphan ſhall be thine— nay, ſtart not, ſir, 


Vour loves are known to me. Wealth paſt th ambition 
Of Gallia's proudeſt baron mall endow her. 


Within 


. Tai 0 A 


As this caſket. is a monatch's ranſom, 
Ten thouſand ducats more are lodg'd within; © 
All this is thine with /Adeliza's Hand: 12k e 
FLORIAN. . bak 
| With Adeliza 0 4 8 5 
COUNTESS. 85 
140 thou —y 
Ded thou not love her? . 
85 o R IA Nr. | 
I love Adels! 
L. recall thy e memory. 
COUNTESS, ; 
Don thou rejec? her ? and bas hope beguil'd me 
In this ſad only moment? Haſt thou dar d 
With ruffian inſolence- gate on her ſweetneſs, 
And mark it for an hour of wantoh' r 
Oh ! I will guard my chitd, tho? gaping demons 
Howl with W 5 
FLORIAN. TR. 
| Moſt rever'd of matrons) 
Tho' youth and roſy joy fluſh on my cheek, 
Tho! the licentious camp and fapine's holiday 
Have been my ſchool ; deem not ſo reprobate 
My morals, that my eye would note no diſtance 
Between the harlot's glance and my friend's brides 
- COUNTESS | 
Thy friend ! what friend | 
FLORIAN, 
Lord Edmund 
0 9 UNTESS 
Wubat of him? 
F LORIAN _ 
Is Adeliza's lord ; her wedded bridegroom. 


8 COUNTESS. 


Pe {, 
4 
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4 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER. 
| COUNTESS ind 7 
Confuſion !- phrenzy ] blaſt me, all ye furies! ! 
Edmund and Adeliza ! when l where 1 how: 1 44 
Edmund wed Adeliza! quick; unſay 
The monſtrous tale—oh ! prodigy of ruin! 
Does my own ſon then boil with fiercer "wy 
Than ſcorch'd his impious mother's _— veins 15 
Did reaſon reaſſume its ſhatter'd thronea 
But as ſpectatreſs of this laſt of horrors ? | 
Oh!] let my dagger drink my heart's kia 1 Woo 
And then preſent my hell- born progeny: 1 E 
With drops of kindred ſin that were a wenh 
| Fit to light 15 ſuch loves! and fit to e them ” 
; FL ORIA NP 1s 26: 6 
What means this agony ? didſt en not e e 
The maiden to his wiſhes? ? 
couNTESS. e 
Did I not 8 
Diſtinctions horrible ] plan unnatural rites 
To grace my funeral pile, and meet the furies 
More innocent than thoſe I leave behind'r me! 
> FLORIAN. pil ws 
8 1—I will baſten—grant ye ye powers! ; 
My * be not too late 5 . bens 
CO UN T E 8 8. 
lobe of the world, 
If thy frame ſplit not with ſuch crimes as theſe, | 
It is immortal! W 
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0 o ux TES $, ED MUND, ADELIZ A. 


CE ond and ApELIZA enter at the oppoſite 22 
3 which FLORIAN went out. "hy kneel 10 


the CounTess. | 1 
EDMUND. ” 
| Dor parent, look on us, and bleſs your children . 
e 1 
M children horror! horror ! yes, too ſure „ 
| Ve are my children Edmund, looſe that hand ; 


Tis poiſon to thy ſoul !—hell has no venam | _ 
Like a child's touch {oh ! agonizing thought! REP 
Who made this marriage ? whoſe unhalloy d breath ; 
Pronoune'd the inceſtuous ſounds? 


. 5 "Tacals good heayens! 
COUNTESS, „ 


Fes, thou devoted victim] let thy blood 4 
Curdle to ſtone! perdition circumvents thee . 
Lo! where this monſter ftands | thy mother miſtreſs! 
The mather of- thy daughter, ſiſter, wife . 
The pillar of accumulated horrors ! 3 
Kent! [tremble land then marry, if thou dareſt! 
1 ED MUND. 3 
Yes, I do tremble, tho! thy words are phrenzy. _ 
So black muſt be the paſſions that inſpir'd it, 
I ſhudder for thee | pitying duty ſhudders 1 55 
5 | COU, NTESS. 
For me lO Edmund, I have burſt the ben 
Of every N thou malt know. the eximes, | : 
8 W 


a THE MYSTERIOUS MOTHER, 


In which this fury did involve thy youth, 
It will ſeem piety to curſe me, Edmund! 
Oh! impious night !—hah! is not that my lard? 
He ſhakes the curtains of the 188 i LEY 
And far to find a ſon there! 
E PM N p. | 
Gracious heaven 1 
Grant that theſe ſhocking images 4/ raving! 
-ADELIZEA © 
3 lady, be compos d indeed I thought | 
This marriage was thy will- but we will break it 
Benedict ſhall diſcharge us from our vows, 
4 "COUNTESS 
Thou gentle lamb, from a fell tyger ſprung, _ 
Unknowing half the miſeries that await thee ! 
Oh they are innocent—Almighty pow'r |!— _ 
[Knetls, but riſes again a. 
Ha date pray! for others intercede! 
I pray for them, the cauſe of all their woe 
But for a moment give me leaye, deſpair! 5 
For a ſhort interval lend me that reaſon  _ 
Thou gaveſt, heav'n, in yain !—it muſt he korn 
The fullneſs of my crime ; or innocent theſe . 
May plunge them ig new horrors, Not a word „ 
Can ſcape me, but will do the work of thunder, wo | 
And blaſt thoſe inoments I regain from madneſs - 1 
Ve know how fondly my luxurious fanceß 
Doated uhon my lord, For eighteen months, 
An embaſly detain'd him from my bed. 
A harbinger announg'd his pear return. 
Love dreſs'd his image to my longing thoughts, 
In all its warmeſt colours but the morn, 
1 In which im e grew almoſt to ſickneſs, 
1 | = Preſented | 


TY. * 4 


Preſented him a bloody coffe Vella me. 
I rav'd—the ftorm of diſappointed paſſiong | 
Aſſail'd my reaſon, fever'd all my blodd= . .. i 
Whether too warmly preis d, or too officious 133 — 
To turn the torrent of my grief aide, 5 „ 
A damſel, that attended me, Ja 
Thy fuit, or. boy! | 
EDM UND. 
pe 2 What is ta come! 
Shield me, ye gracious pow'rs, from my own thoughts? 
My dreadful N 5 
COUNTESS, 
SQiee it ſcope ! 4 
Thou canſt not harbour a forepoding thought. | 
More dire, than I conceiv'd, I executed, 
- Guilt ruſh'd into my ſoul—my fancy ſaw thee 


Thy Father” 's 1 | : — 
EDMUND. 5 5 | 
Tp Swallow th dete | Eo 


0 0 v N T E 8 $: 
Yes, thou polluted” fon ! 
Grief, diſappointment, opportunity, 
Rais's weh a tumult in my madding blood. 
I took the damſel's place; and while thy arms 
| Twin'd, to thy thinking, round afiother's walſt, 
Hear, hell, 1 0 mnt thou didſt claſp thy 3 | 
EDMUND. 0 
Oh! execrable! 1 [ADzLiZA Tabu, | 
COUN TE 8 85 
Be that ſwoon eternal ! ! 1 
Nor let her know the reſt—ſho is thy daughter, „ 
Froit of that ones night! 1 


EDMUND. 


86, THE MYSTERIOUS. MOTHER. 


_ EDMUND. i 1 
5 Infernal woman! | = 3 
3 [Draws his Kum. 

My dagger h repay tal like this | V 

Blood ſo diſtemper'd—no—l muſt not firike— „ 

I dare not puniſh what you dar'd commit. 1 a 
COUNTESS. ([ Seizing his dagger. 

Give me the ſteel—my arm will not recoil. 

| 2 ns Edmynd, I revenge thee! ab Stabs weed 

5 D M U N D. 

; 13 Help! ! oe! help! | 

For both I cremble, dare not W either [ 
COUNTESS. 

Peace ! and conceal our ſhame=quick, frame ſome le- 

gend— 

They , 


N 1 


ry 


r. 
COUNTESS, EDMUND, ADELIZA, 
FLORIAN, BENEDICT, Attendants, : 


COUN T E88. 

| Affſt the maid an accident - 

I bey bear off AnzLiz A. 

By my own 1 Benedict bean nol... 

7 muſt got turn accyſer. _ | I. 
BENE DIC T. 
1 15 e . 

Who did this deed? : : 
COUNTESS, 
V 
BENE DIC. 5 
7 What was the oute! 


R A 464 *. r 47 | 


COUNTESS. 
Follow me to yon gulph, and thou fy knows 5 5 
I anſwer not to man. pe ine FO 
2 E N EDI C T. 
Bethink thee, 1 
0 OUNTES 8. 
Thought ebbs 1 Edmund, could a bleling 
Part from my lips, and not become a curſe, | 
I a Adeliza—' tis ONS PO 5 e | 
| "BENEDICT: > oi nr 1% 
My lord, i theſe horrors. Wherefore fans. 54-1 
Your W ? and why faints your wife? 
E D wa U ” TD. 
My wits 105 
| Thou damning prieſt! 1 have no ia know'ſti it ; 
Thou gaveſt me-indeed—no—rot my —_— : 
Eb'er the dread ſound eſcape it ben ee 
1 et monk g- b Of OP 5 
BENEDICT. OBS 
5 [A, be goes out to 1 
| Who was the prophet now? 
Remember me ! | „„ 
5 EDMUND. 
O Florian, we muſt haſte 
To where fell war aſſumes its uglieſt form : 
1 burn to ruſh on death! _ | 
| FLORIAN: + 
| I dare not aſk; 
But ſtiffen'd with amazement I deplore 
EDMUND. 
tender friend | I muſt not violate | 
Thy guiltleſs ear [i ! *tis my father calls! (93h. | 
I dare not ſee himl | 
Se 755  FLORIAN, 


88 THE MYSTERIOUS MOTRER, | 
JJ : 2 

Be compos d, my 0 | 

We are all your friends— „„ 


EDMUND. \ 
Have I nokindred here? ll 
They will . all friendſhi ng weave „„ 
Such monſtrous union _ | VVV 
FLORIA N. 5 
8 p z Good my lo 4 reſume 
| Your ned been Let he in and comfort 
Your ae bride— / | 
E D M U N D. 
Forbid it, all ye pow 7s}. 
O Florian, bear her to the holy liſters. | 
Say, 'twas my mother's will ſhe take the 1 | 
I never mult behold her never more 
Review this theatre of monſtrous guilt | N 
No; to th' embattled foe I will preſent 
This hated form — and welcome be the ſabre 
That leaves no atom of it undefac'd | 


K. 447 


